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f * 1 
E L E G I A 

DEDICATORIA, 

AD 

ILLUSTRISSIMAM ACADEMIAM 

CANTABRIGIENSEM. 



HO C tibi dc nato, ditilftttia mater, egeno 
Exiguum immenfi pignut amoris habc« 
Heu, meliora tibi depromere dona volentet 

Aftringit grata* parcior area magus. 
Tune tui poteris vocem hk agnofcere nati 

Tarn male formatam, diflimilemque tuss 1 
Tune hie materni yeftigia facra decoris, k 

Tu ipeculum poteris kic reperire tuuro f 
Poft longura* dices, CouUH, fie mihi tempos f 

Sic mihi fperanti, perfidy, mvlta redrs r 
Quse, dices, Sag* LemureTque Deaeque, nocentes, 

Hunc mihi in infantis fuppofue're loco ? 
At tu, fan&a parens, crndtlis tu quoque, nati 

Ne tra&es dextra vrrlnera cruda nidi. 
Rei mihi, quid fato genetrix accedis iniquo ? 

Sit for*, fed non fo> ipfa, novevca mink 
<• B a Si 
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Si mihl natali Mufarum adolcfccrc in arvo, 

Si bene dile&o luxuriare folo, 
8i mini de do&a licuiffet plenins unda 

Haurire, ingentem fi fatiare fitim, 
Non ego degeneri dubitabilis ore redirem, 

Nee legeres nomen fufa rubore meum. 
Scis bene, fci* quae me tempeftas publica mundi 

Kaptatrix veftro fuftulit e gremio, 
Nee pede adhuc fipo, nee firmo dente, negati 

Pofcentem-querulo murmure la&is opem. 
Sic quondam, aeriura vento bell ante per aequor, 

Cum gravid um autumnum faeva flagellat hyenas, 
Immatura fua velluntur ab arbore poma, 

Et vi vi&a cadunt ; arbor & ipfa gemit. 
Nondum fuccus ineft terra; generofus avitae, 

Nondum fol rofeo redditur ore pater* 
O mihi jucundum Grants fuper omnia nomen I 

O penitus toto corde receptus amor 1 
O pulchrae fine luxu aedes, vitaeque beatae, 

Splendida paupertas, ingenuufque decor ? 
O chara ante alias, magnorum nomine regum 

Digna domus ! Trini nomine digna Dei 1 
O minium Cereris cumulati munere campi, 

Pofthabitis Ennae quos colit ilia jugis ! 
O facri fontes ! & facrae vatibus umbrae, 

Quas recreant avium Pieridumque chori ! 
O Camus I Phoebo nullus quo gratior amnis ! 

Amnibus auriferis invidiofus inops 1 
Ah mihi fi veftrae reddat bona gaudia fedis, 

Pctque Dttlf do&a poffc quicte frui | 

Qu; 



DEDtCATORIA. J 

Qatlis cram, cum me tranqttilla mente fedeirtem . 

Vidifti in ripa, Came feitne, tua $ 
Mulcentcm audifti puerili flumina cantu ; 

Ille quidem immerito, fed tibi gratus erat 
Nam, memmi ripa cum tit dlghatus utraque, 

Dignatum eft totum verba referre nemus. * 
Tunc liquidis tacitifque fimtil mea vita diebus, 

Et fimilis veftrae Candida fluxit aquae. 
At nunc ccenofae luces, atque obice multo 

Rumpitur aetatis turbidus ordo mea. f nnda ? 

Quid mihi Sequana opus, Tamefisve ant Thybridii 

Tu potis es noftram tollere, Came, fitim. 
Felix, qui nunquam plus uno viderit amne ! 

Quique eadem Salicis littora more colit t 
Felix, qui non tentatus fordefcere mundus, 

Et cui pauperies nota nitere poteft ! 
Tempore cui nullo mifera experientia conftat, 

Ut res humanas fentiat efl'e nihil ! 
At nos exemplis fortuna inftruxit opimis, 

Et documentorum fatque fuperque dedit. 
Cum capite avulfum diadema, infra&aque fceptra, 

Contufafque hominum forte minante minas, 
Parcarum ludos, & non tra&abile fa turn, 

Et verfas fundo vidimus orbis opes. 
Quis poterit fragilem poft talia credere puppim 

Infami fcopulis naufragiifque mari ? 
Tu quoque in hoc terrae tremuifti, Academia, motu. 

(Nee fruftra) atque aedes contremuere tuae ; 
Contremuere ipfae pacatae Pall ad is acres* j 

£t timuit fulmen laurea fan&a novum. 

B 3 Ah 
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Ah quanquam iratum, pefiem hsrac avertere mimes* 

Nee faltem bcllis ifta liccrc, velit I 
Nos, tua progenies, percamus } & ecce, perimus t 

In nos jus babeat : jus habet ornne malum* 
Tu ftabilis brevhim genus immortak nepotum 

Fundes ; nee tibi mors ip& fuperfte* erit : 
Semper plena manens uteri de fonte perenni 

Formofea mittes ad mare mortis aquas. 
Sic Venus humana quondam, Dea faucia dextra, 

(Namque folent ipfis bella nocere Deis) 
Imploravit opem fuperum, queftufque cievit, 

Tinxit adorandus Candida membra cruor. 
Quid quereris ? contemne breves fecura dolores t 

Nam tibi ferre necem vulnera nulla vaknt* 
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THE 

AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

T O 

His Edition la Folio, 1656. 



AT my return lately into England *, I met by 
great accident (for fuch I account it to be, that 
any copy of it mould be extant any where fo long* 
vnlefs at his houfe who printed it) a book intituled, 
" The Iron Age," and publifhed under my name, 
during the time of my abfence. I wondered very much, 
how one who ceuld be fo fooliih to write fo ill verfes, 
fliould yetbefo wife to fet them forth as another roan* 
rathej than his own $ though perhaps he might have 
made a better choice, and not fathered the baftard up- 
on fuch a perfon, whofe flock of reputation is, I fear, 
little enough for maintenance of his own numerous le- 
gitimate offspring of that kind. It would have been 
much lefs injurious, if it had pleafed the author to put 
forth fome of my writings under his own name, rather 
than his own under mine : he had been in that a more 
• B 4. pacdoo* 

* la i*£6* 
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pardonable plagiary, and had done lefs wrong by rob- 
bery, than he does by fuch a bounty $ for nobody can 
be juftified by the imputation even of another's merit $ 
and our own coarfe cloaths are like to become us better 
than thofe of another man, though never fo rich : but 
thefe, to fay the truth, were (b beggarly, that I myftflf 
was afhamed to wear them. It was in vain for me, 
that I avoided cenfure by the concealment of my own 
writings, if my reputation could be thus executed 
in effigic $ and impoffible it is for any good name to be 
in fafety, if the -malice of witches have the power to 
confume and deftroy it in an image of their own mak- 
ing. This indeed was fo ill made, and fo unlike, 
that I hope the charm took no effect. So that I efteem 
myfeif lefs prejudiced by it, than by that which hat 
been done to me fince, almoit in the fame kind ; which 
is, the publication of fome things of mine without my 
conient or knowledge, and thofe fo mangled and im- 
perfect, that I could neither with honour acknowledge, 
nor with honefty quite difavow them. 

Of which fort, was a comedy called " The Guar- 
" dian," printed in the year 1650 % but made and 
acted before the Prince, in his paflage through Cam- 
bridge towards York, at the beginning of the late un- 
happy war ; or rather neither made nor acted, but 
rough-drawn only, and repeated 5 for the hafte was fo 
great, that it could neither be revifed or perfected by 
the author, nor learned without book by the actors, 
nor fet forth in any meafure tolerably by the officers of 
the college. After the reprefentation (which, I con- 
fer* 



AUTHORS PREFACE. • * 
itdi was fomewhat of the lateft) I began to look it 
ever, and changed it very much, ftriking out fome 
•whole parts, as that of the poet and the foldier } but 
I have loft the copy, and dare not think it deferves the 
pains to write it again, which makes me omit it in this 
publication, though there be fome things in it which I 
am not afliamed of, taking the excufe of my age and 
finall experience in human converfation when I made 
it. But, as it is, it is only the bafty firft-fitting of a 
pi&ure, and therefore like to -referable me accord* 
ingly. 

From this which has happened to myfelf, I began 
to reflect on the fortune of almoft all writers, and efpe- 
cially poets, whofe works (commonly printed after 
•their deaths) we find fluffed out, either with counter- 
feit pieces, like falfe .money put in to fill up the bag, 
though it add nothing to the fum j or with Tuch, 
which, though of their own coin, they would' have 
called in themfelves, for the bafenefs of the allay : whe- 
ther this proceed from the indifcretion of their friends, 
who think a vafl heap of ftones or rubbifh a better mo- 
nument than a little tomb of marble j or by the unwor- 
thy avarice of fome ft ati oners, who are' content to di« 
niniih the value of the author, To they may incrcafe 
the price of the book ; and, like vintners, with fophif- 
ticate mixtures, fpoil the whole veffel of wine, to make 
it yield more profit. This has been^the cafe with 
Shakefpeare, Fletcher, j onion, and many others j part 
of whofe poems I mould take the boldnefs to prune and 
lop away, if the fare of replanting them* in orint did 



jo AUTHOR'S PREFACE, 
belong to me : neither would I make any fcruple to- cot 
off from fome the unneceffary young fuckers, and fron 
ethers the old withered branches ; for a great wit is w 
more tied to live in a vaft volume, than in a gigantic 
body $ on the contrary, it is commonly more vigorous 
the lefs fpace it animates*. And, as Statin* fays, of lit 
tie Tydeus # , 

« wmmmmm Totos infufa per arras 
" Major in etfiguo regnabat corpore virtus.** 
I am not ignorant, that, by faying this of others, 
expofe myfelf to fome raillery, for not ufmg the (am 
fevere difcretion in my own cafe, where it concerns m 
nearer : But though I publifti here more than in ftril 
wifdom I ought to have done, yet I have fuppreft an 
caft away more than I publifti $ and, for the cafe c 
nayfelf and others, have loft, I believe too, more tha 
both. And upon thefe confiderations I have been pei 
fuaded to overcome all the j.uft repugnances of my ow 
modefty, and to produce thefe poems to the light an 
view of the world j not as a thing that I approved c 
in itfelf, but as a lefs evil, which I chofe rather than 1 
ftay till it were done for me by fomebody elfe, eith< 
furreptitioufty before, or avowedly after, my death 
and this will be the more excufable, when the readi 
mail know in what refpe&s he may look upon me as 
dead, or at lead a dying perfon, and upon my Mufe i 
this action, as appearing, like the Emperor Charles tl 
Fifth, and afiifting at her own funeral. 

• StaUTheb. lib. u 41^ 

Fo 
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For, to make myfelf abfolutcly dead in a poetical 
capacity, my refolution at present is, never to exercife 
my more that faculty. It is, I confefs, but feldom. 
jeen that the poet dies before the man ; for, when we 
once fall in love with that bewitching art, we do not 
tie to court it as a miftrefs, but marry it as a wife, and 
take it for better or worfe, as an inseparable companion 
pf our whole life. But, as the marriages of infants do 
but rarely profper, fo no man ought to wonder at the 
diminution or decay of my affection to poefy j to which 
I had contracted myfelf fo much under age, and fo 
much to my own prejudice in regard of thofe more pro* 
Stable matches, which I might have made among the 
richer fciences. As for the portion which this brings, 
of fame, it is an eftate (if it be any, for men are not 
sftener deceived in their hopes of widows, than in their 
opinion of, " Exegi monumentum sere perennius— "). 
that hardly ever comes m whilft we are living to enjoy* 
it, but is a fantaftical kind of reversion to our own 
fclves : neither ought any man to envy poets this poft- 
fcumous and imaginary happinefs, iince they find com- 
monly fo little in prefent, that it may be truly applied 
to them, which St. Paul fpeaks of the firft Chriftians, 
" If their reward be in this life, they are of all men 
u the moft miftrable." 

And, if in quiet and flouriming times they meet 
with fo fmall encouragement, what are they to expect 
in rough and troubled ones T If wit be fuch a plant, 
that it fcarce receives heat enough to preferve it alive 
even in the fummer of our cold climate) how can it 

chooift 
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choofe but wither in a long arid a (harp winter r A war 
like, various, and a tragical age is beft to write .of, bu 
worft to write in. And I may* though in a very on 
equal proportion, aflume that to myfelf, which wa 
fpoken byTully to a much better perfon, upon occa 
fion of the civil wars and revolutions in his time: " Se 
** in te intuens, Brute, doleo :• cujus in adolefcentiam 
4t per mediae kudes, quafi quadrigis vehentem, tranf 
** verfa incurrit mifera fbrtuna reipublica *." 

Neither is the prefent conftitution of my mind mor 
proper than that of the times for this exercife, or rathe 
divertifement. There is nothing that requires fb muc 
ferenity and chearfulntefs of fpirit ; it muft not be ei 
ther overwhelmed with* the cares of life, or overcal 
with the clouds of melancholy and forrow, or (hake 
and difturbed with the ftorms of injurious fortune 5 i 
muft, like the halcyon, have fair weather to breed in 
The foul muft be filled with bright and delightfi 
ideas,- when it undertakes to communicate delight t 
others ; which is the main «nd of poefy. One may fe 
through the-ftyle of Ovid de Trift. the humbled an 
flejefted condition of fpirit with which he wrote it 
there fcarce remains any footftep of that genius, 

" sc —quern nee Jovis ira, nee ignes f , &c." 

The cold of the country had ftrucken through all h\ 
faculties, and benumbed the very feet of his verfei 
He is himfelf, methinks,. like one of the ftories of hi 

* Cic.de Clar.' Orator.' § 331, 
•J- Metam. 1. xv. 871. 

ow 
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«wn Metamorphofis ; and, though there remain Com* 
weak refemblance* of Ovid at Rome, it is but, at ha 
feys of Niobc *, 
" In vultu color eft fine fangnine: lumtna moefKs * 
" Stant immota genis : nihil eft in imagine vivi.<— 
" Flettamen— " 
The truth is, for a man to write well, it is necefiary to 
be in good humour ; neither is wit lefs eclipfed with 
the unquietnefs of mind, than beauty with the indifpo-* 
fition of body. So that it is almoft as hard a thing to 
be a poet in defpite of fortune, as it is in defpite of 
nature. For my own part, neither my obligations to 
the Mufes, nor expectations from them, are fo great, 
as mat I fhould fuffer myfelf on no confederations to 
be divorced, or that I mould fay like Horace f, 

" Quifquis erit vita;, fcribam, color." 
I (hall rather ufe his words in another place J, 
** Vixi Camenis nuper idoneus, 
€€ Et militavi non fine gloria : 

" Nunc arma, defun&umque bello 
" Barbiton hie paries habebit." 

And this refolution of mine does the more befit me, 
becaufe my defire has been for fome years pad (though 
the execution has been accidentally diverted) and does 
ftiU .vehemently continue, to retire myfelf to fome of 

* Me tarn. 1. vi. 304. 

•f- Hor. a Sat. i. 60. 

X 3 Carm. Ode xxvi t « Vixi puellis/' &c. 
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our American plantations, not to feek for gold, 
«nrich myfelf with the traffic of thofe parts (which 
the end of moft men that travel thither 5 fo that of tli 
Indies it is truer than k was of the former, 
" Impiger extremes currit mercator ad Indos, 
" Per mare pauperiem fugiens — *)" 
but to forfake this world for ever, with all the vanit 
and vexations of it, and to bury myfelf there in fo 
obfeure retreat (but not without the confolation of 1 
ters and philofophy) 

" Oblitiifque meornm, oblivifcendus & illis— y * 
as my former author fpeaks too, who has enticed 
here, I know not how, into the pedantry of this h< 
of Latin fentences. And I think Dr. Donne's S& 
Jyal in a grave is not more ufelefs and ridiculo 
than poetry would be in that retirement. As t 
therefore is in a true fenfe a kind of death to ' 
Mufes, and a real literal quitting of this world 5 
inethinks, I may make a juft claim to the undoubi 
privilege of deceafed poets, which is, to be read w 
more favour than the living ; 

" Tanti eft ut placeam tibi, perire J," 

Having been forced, for my own neceffary juftifii 
tion, to trouble the reader with this long difcourfe 
the reafons why I trouble him alfo with all the reft 

* Hor. 1 Ep. i. 45. 
+ Hor. 1 £p. xi. g. 
J Martial, lib. viri. ep. 69. 
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&c "book 5 I mall only add fomewbat concerning the 
ftveral parts of it, and fome other pieces, which I have 
thought fit to pejeft in this publication : as, firft, all 
thofe which 1 wrote at fchool, from the age of tea 
years, till after fifteen ; for even fo far backward there 
remain yet fome traces of me in the little footfteps of a 
child j which, though they were then looked upon as 
commendable extravagancies in a boy (men fetting a 
value upon any kind of fruit before the ufual ftafon of. 
it) yet I would be loth to be bound now to read them 
all over myfelf ; and therefore mould do ill to expect 
that patience from others. Befides, they have already 
p aft through feveral editions, which is a longer life 
than ufes to be enjoyed by infants that are bora before 
the ordinary terms. They had the good fortune then 
to find the world fo indulgent (for, confidering the 
time of their production, who could be fo hard-hearted 
to be fevere }) that I fcarce yet apprehend fo much to 
he cenfured for them, as for not having made advances 
afterwards proportionable to the fpeed of my fetting 
out j and am obliged too in a manner by difcretion to 
•conceal and fupprefs them, as promises and inftruments 
under my own hand, whereby I ftood engaged for 
more than I have been able to perform ; in which truly 
if I have failed, I have the real excufe of the honeffceft 
fort of bankrupts, which is, to have been made unfol- 
vable not fo much by their own negligence and ill* 
huibandry, as by fome notorious accidents and public 
difafters. In the next place, I have call away all fuch 
pieces as I wrote during the time of the late troubles, 

with 



s6' AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 

with any relation to the differences that caufed them f 
as, among others, three books of the civil war itfelf, 
reaching as far as the firft battle of Newbury, where 
the fucceeding misfortunes of the party ftopt the work. 

As for the enfuing book, it confifts of four * partr. 
The firft is a Mifcellany of feveral fubje&s, and fome 
of them made when I was very young, which it is per- 
haps fuperfluous to tell the reader: I know not by 
what chance I have kept copies of them 5 for they are 
but a very few in comparifon of thole which 'I have 
ldft 5 and I think they have no extraordinary virtue in 
them, to deferve more care in prefervation, than was 
beftowed upon their brethren ; for which I am fo little . 
concerned, that I am afhamed of the arrogancy of the 
word, when I faid I had loft them . 

The fecond, is called, " The Miftrefs," "or " Love* 
«' Verfes ;" for fo it is, that poets are fcarce thought 
freemen of their company, without paying fome duties, 
and obliging themfelves to be true to love. Sooner or 
later they muft all pafs through that trial, like fome 
Mahometan monks, that are bound by their order, 
once at leaft in their life, to make a pilgrimage to 
Mecca : 
« f In furias ignemque fuunt : amor omnibus idem f." 

• # In the prefent collection, there are five parts ; the 
firft of which contains the juvenile Poems mentioned 
in p. 15. Their hiftory may be feen in the prefaces 
prefixed to them. N. 
f Virg. Georg. iii. 244. 

But 
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But we muft not always make a judgment of their 
Manners from their writings of this kind t as the Ro- 
nanifts uncharitably do of Beza, for a few lafcivious 
fimnet* compofed by him in his youth. It is not in 
this fenfe that poefy is faid to be a kind of painting j 
it is not the pi&Ure of the poet, but of things and par** 
tons imagined by him. He may be in his own pra&ici 
anddifpofitioniphilofopher, nay a Stoic, and yet fpeak 
(onetimes with the foftnefs of an amorous Sappho* 

** — ferat 8c rubus afper amomum V 

He profefles too much the ufe of fables (though with- 
out the malice of deceiving) to have his teftimony 
taken even againft himfelf. Neither would I here bt 
mifunderftood, as if I affected fo much gravity as to 
be aihamed to be thought really in love. On the con- 
trary, I cannot have a good opinion of any man, who 
is not at leaft capable of being fo. But I fpeak it to 
excufe fome expreflions (if fuch there be) which may 
happen to offend the fe verity of fupercilious readers : 
for much excefs is to be allowed in love, ancl even 
more in poetry ) fo we avoid the two unpardonable vi- 
ces in both, which are obfeenity and profanenefs, of 
which, I am fure, if my words be ever guilty, they have 
ill reprefented my thoughts and intentions. And if* 
notwithftanding all this, the lightnefs of the matter 
tore difpleafe any body, he may find wherewithal to 
content his more ferious inclinations in the weighfand 
height of the enfuing arguments. 

• Virg. Eel. iii. 89. 
Vol. I, C Tot 



revife that part which is done, with that care which I 
refolvtd to beftow upon it, and which the dignity of the 
matter well defer vcs. For what worthier fubje& could 
have been chofen, among all the treasuries of paA 
times, than the life of this young prince j who, from 
fo fmall beginnings, through fnch infinite troubles and 
oppofitions, by fuch miraculous virtues and excellen- 
cies, and with fuch incomparable variety of wonderful 
a&ions and accidents, became the greateft monarch 
that ever fat on the raoft famous throne of the whole 
earth ? Whom fhcruld a poet more juftly feek to honour, 
than the higheft perfon whoever honcmred his profef- 
fion ? whom a Chriftian poet, rather than the man af* 
ter God's own heart, and the man who had that facrtd 
pre-eminence above all other princes, to be the beft and 
mightieft of that royal race from whence Chrift him* 
fclf, according to the fleih, difdainednot to defcend ? 

When I confider this, and how many other bright 
and magnificent fubjecls of the like nature the holy 
,Scripture affords and proffers, as it were, to poefy $ ia 
the wife managing and illuftrating whereof the glory 
of God Almighty might be joined with the fingulaf 
utility and -nobleft delight of mankind ; it is not with* 
out grief and indignation that I behold that divine 
fcience employing all her inexhauftible riches of wit 
and eloquence, either in the wicked and beggarly flat* 
tery of great perfon s, or the unmanly idolising of 
foolifh women, or the wretched afle&ation of fcurril 
laughter, or «t beft en the coufufed antiquated dreamt 

oi 
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ifeleft fables and ractaanorphofes. Aroongft all 
and confecrated things, which the devil ever ftole 
ilienated from the fervice of the Deity } as altars, 
es, facrifices, prayers, and the like j there is 
that he fp universally* and fo long, ufurpt, as 
f. It is time to recover it out of the tyrant's 
t, and to reftore it to the kingdom of God, who 
father of it. It is time to baptise it in Jordan, 
will never betomo clean by bathing in the water 
unafcus. There wants, methinks, but the con- 
n of that, and the Jews, for the accomplifhment 
i kingdom of Chrift. And as men, before their 
ing of the faith, do not without fome carnal re- 
leics apprehend the bonds and fetters of it, but 
t afterwards to be the trueft and greateft liberty : 
1 fare no otherwife with this art, after the rcge- 
ton of it 5 it will meet with wonderful variety of 
more beautiful, and more delightful objects j nei- 
vill it want room, by being confined to heaven, 
lere is not fo great a lye to be found in any poet, 
; vulgar conceit of men, that lying is eflential to 
poetry. Were there never fo wholefome nourifh- 
to be had (but alas ! it breeds nothing but dif- 
) out of thefe boafted feafts of love and fables $ 
methinks, the unalterable continuance of the diet 
d make us naufeate it : for it is almoft impoflible 
ve up any new dim of that kind. They are all 
le cold-meats of the ancients, new-heated, and new 
rth. I do not at all wonder that the old poets 
C 3 made 
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made fome rich crops out of thefe grounds ; the heart 
of the foil was not then wrought out with continual 
tillage : but what can we expect now, who come a 
gleaning, not after the firft reapers, but after the very 
beggars ? Befides, though thofe mad (lories of the 
gods and heroes feem in thfemfelves fo ridiculous ; yet 
they were then the whole body (or rather diaos) df 
the theology of thdfe times. They were believed by 
all, but a few philofophers, and perhaps fome atheifts? 
and ferved to good purpofe among the vulgar (as piti^ 
ful things as they are), in ftrengthening the authority 
of law with the^terrors of confcience, and expe&atipo 
of certain ^rewards and unavoidable puniftiraents. 
There was no other religion ; and therefore that was 
better than none at all. But to us, who have no need 
of them ; to us, who deride their folly, and are wearied 
•with their impertinencies § they ought to appear no 
better arguments for verfc, than thofe of their worthy 
iucceflbrs, the knights-errant. What can we imagine 
more proper for the ornaments of wit or learning in the 
itory of Deucalion than in that of Noah ? Why will 
not the actions of Sampfon afford as plentiful matter 
as the labours of .Hercules ? Why is not Jeptha's 
daughter as good a woman as Iphigenia ? and the 
friendship of David and Jonathan more worthy cele- 
-bration than that of Thefeus and Perithous ? Does not 
the paffage of Mofes and the Israelites into the Holy 
Land yield incomparably more poetical variety than 
.the voyages of Ulyfles oc -/Eneas ? Are the obfolete 

thread-bare 
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.thread-bare tales of Thebes and Tray half fo Gored 
with great, heroical, and fupernatural actions (fince 
vtrCe will needs find or make fuch), as the wars of 
Jofhua, of the Judges, ef David, and divert others r 
Can all the transformations of the gods give fuch co* 
jhous hints to floiirifh and expatiate on, as the true 
jniracles of Chrift, or of his prophets and apoftles ? 
What do I inftance in thefe few particulars ? All the 
books of the Bible are either already moil admirable 
and exalted pieces of poefy, or are the beft materials 
in the world for it. 

Yet, though they be in themfelves fo proper to be 
•made ufe of for this purpofe ; none but a good artift 
will know how to do it : neither rauft we think to cur 
and polifh diamonds with fo little pains and (kill as we 
do marble. For, if any man defign to compofe a fas 
ered poem, "by only turning a ftory of the Scripture, 
like Mr. Quarles's, or fome other godly matter, like 
Mr. Heywood of angels, into rhyme $ he is fo far 
from elevating of poefy, that he only abates divinity. 
In brief, he who can,write a prophane poem well, may 
write a divine one better $ but he who can do that but 
ill, will do this much worfe. The fame fertility of 
invention ; the fame wifdom of difpofition ; the fame 
judgment in obfervance of decencies ; the fame luftre 
and vigour of elocution 5 the fame modelty and majefty 
<*f number $ briefly, the fame kind of habit, is required 
to both: only this latter allows better fluff; and 
therefore would look more deformedly, ill dreft in it. 
C 4. % I am 
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1 am far from affuming to myfelf to have folfille 
(duty of this weighty undertaking : but fare I am, 
is nothing yet in our language (nor perhaps in 
that is in any degree anfwerable to the idea that 1 
ceive of it. And I (hall be ambitious of no othei 
from this weak and imperfect, attempt of mine, b 
opening of a way to the courage and induftry of 
other perfons, who may be better able to perf< 
thoroughly and fuccefsfully. 
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BOOKSELLER'S 'ADVERTISEMENT 

T O 

THE EDITION OP 1674. 

FT*HE following Poems of Mr. Cowley being much 
JL enquired after, ami very fcarce (the Town hardly 
affording one Book, though it hath been four times 
printed) we thought this fifth edition could not fail of 
being well received by the world. We prefume one* 
reafon why they were omitted in the laft collection, 
was, becaufe the propriety of this copy belonged not 
to the fame perfon that published thofe : but the recep- 
tion they had found appears by the feveral impreffions 
through which they had palled. We dare not fay they 
are equally perfect with thofe written by the Autho 
in his riper years, yet certainly they are fuch as defenr 
not to be buried in obfcurity. We prefume the Ay 
that's judgment of them U moftrtafou^kxg^^ 
J 
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to ; and you will find him (allowing grains of modefty) 
give them no fmall character. His words are in the 
4 th page of his Preface before his former publifhed 
Poeprs *. 

You find onr excellent Author likewife mentioning 
and reciting part of thefe Poems, in his " Several Dif- 
" courfes by way of J£fTays in Verfe and Profe, in the 
" nth Difcourfe treating of himfelf." Thefe we fup- 
pofe a fufficient authority for our reviving them ; and 
Aire there is no ingenuous Reader to whom the fmafleft 
remains of Mr. Cowley will be unwelcome. His 
Fcems are everywhere the copy of his mind 3 fo that 
by this fupplement to his other volume you have the 
picture of that fo defervedly eminent man from almoft 
his childhood to his lateft years, the bud and bloom of 
his Spring 5 the warmth of his Summer ; the richnefs 
and perfection of his Autumn. But, for the Reader's 
further curiofity, we refer him to t*he Author's follow* 
ing Preface to them, published by himfelf. 

* Seethe Author's Preface above, p, 15* 
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TO THE 

Right Honourable and Right Reverend Father i*<God, 

JOHN 

"Lord Bifhop of Lincoln, and Deanx>f Wtftminfttr.. 

MY LORD, 

rvf IGHT well fear, left thefe my rude^nd unpo- 
lifhed lines mould offend your honourable ftinrey^ 
but that I hope your Noblenefs will rather fmile at the 
faults committed by a Child, than cenfure them. How- 
foerer I defire your Lordihip's pardon, for prefen ting 
things fo unworthy to your view ; and to accept die 
.^good-will of him, who in all duty is bound to be 

Your Lordfliip's 

moft humble fervant, 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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T U VENUE POEMS, 

READER (I know not yet whether gentle or no) 
fome, I know, have been angry (I dare notaffumc 
the honour of their envy) at my poetical boldnefs, aad 
blamed in mine,, what commends other fruits, earlkicfi: 
others, who are either of a weak faith, of ftrong ma» 
lice, have thought me like a pipe, which never found* 
hut when it is blowed in, and read me, not as- Abra* 
ham Cowley, but Authorcm Anonymum. To the firfl 
I anfwer, that it is an envious froft which nips thi 
WofToras, becaufe they appear quickly : to the latter, 
that he is the worft homicide who ftrives to murder an- 
other's fame t to both, that it is a ridiculous folly tc 
condemn or laugh at the ftars, becaufe the moon anc 
fun (hine brighter. The fmall fire I have is rathei 
blown than extinguiflied by this wind. For the itch oJ 
JrWy, by being angered, inereafeth ; by rubbing, 
fpreads farther j which appears in that I have venturec 
upon this Third Edition. What though it be neglect- 
ed ? It is not, I am fure* the firft book which hatl 

lightec 
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lighted tobacco, or been employed by cooks and grocers. 
If in all men's judgments it differ fhipwreck, it (hall 
(bmething content me, that it hath pleafed myfelf and 
the Boofcfeller. In it you (hall find one argument (and 
I hope I (hall need no more) to confute unbelievers 1 
which is, that as mine age, and confequently experience 
(which is yet but little) hath increased* £0 they hare 
not leftjny Poefy flagging behind them. I (hould nfet 
be angry to fee any one burn my Piramus and Thifb*, 
nay, I would do it myfelf, but that I hope a pardon 
may eafily be gotten for the errors of ten years age. 
My Conftantius and Philetus confeneth me two years 
older when I writ it. The reft were made fince, upon 
feveral occafions, and perhaps do not belye the time of 
their birth. Stich as they are,?they were created by 
me : but their fate lies in your hands j it is only you 
can effect, that neither the Bookfeller repent himfelf of 
his charge in printing them, nor I of my labour in com- 
poling them* FaieweU 

A. COWLEY. 
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TO T ff E READE K. 



TCaird the bulkinM'mufe Melpomene, 
And told her what fad ftory I would write : 
She wept at hearing fuch a tragedy, 
. 'Though wont in mournful ditties to delight. 

If thou diflike thefe forrowful lines, then know 
My Mufe with tears, not with conceits, did flow: 

And as toe my unabjer quill did guide*. 

Her briny tears did on the paper fall ; 

If then unequal numbers be efpied, 

.Oh, Reader ! do not that my error call ; 

But think her tears defae'd it,, and blame the&t 
My Mufes' grief, and not my milling pen. 



ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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CON8TANTIA ANI> PHILSTUfe. 



IS I N G two conftant lovers' 1 various* fate,. 
The hopes and fears that equally attend 
Their loves 5 their rivals* envy, parents* hatej. 
I fing their woeful life and tragic end. 

Aid me, ye gods, this ftory to rehearfe, 
This mournful tale, and favour every verfe I. 

In Florence, for her ftately buildings fam'd,. 
And lofty roofs that emulate the iky, 
There dwelt a lovely maid, Conftantia namM* 
Fam'd for the beauty of all Italy. 

Her, lavi/h Nature did at firft adorn*. 

With Pallas' foul in, Cytherea's fomu 

And, framing her attractive eyes fo bright, 
Spent all her wit in ftudy, that they might 
Keep earth from chaos and eternal night j 
But envious death deftroyM their glorious lightv 
Expe& not beauty then, fince (he did part} 
For in her Nature wafted all. her art. 

Her hair was brighter than the beams which are 

A crown to Phoebus 5 and her. breath fo fwcet, 

It did traufcend Arabian odours far, 

Or fmelling flowers, wherewith the fpring doth greet/ 
Approaching fummer * teeth, like falling fnaw 
For white, were placeltn * double row* 

Her 
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Her wit, excelling praife, even all admire j 
Her fpeech was fo attractive it might be 
A caufe to raife the mighty Pallas* ire, 
And ftir up envy from that deity. , 

The maiden lilies at her fight 

Wax'd pale with envy, and from thence grew wh 

She was in birth and parentage as high 
As in her fortune great or beauty rare 5 
And to her virtuous mind's nobility 
The gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were j 
That in her fpotlefs foul and lovely face 
You might have feen each deity and grace. 

The fcornful boy Adonis, viewing her, 
Would Venus ftill defpife, yet her defire ; 
Each who but faw, was a competitor 
And rival, fcorch'd alike with Cupid's fire. 

The glorious beams of her fair eyes did movt, 
And light beholders on their way to love. 

Among her many futtors, a young knight, 
\Bove others wounded with the majefty 
Of her fair prefence, preffeth moft in fight 5 
Yet feldom his defire can fadsfy 

With that bleft object, or her rarenefs fee j 
For beauty's guard is watchful jealoufyt 

Oft times, that he might fee his deareft fair, 
Upon his (lately jennet he in th* way 
Rides by her houfe > who neighs, as if he were 
Proud to be view'd *y bright Conftantia. 

But his poor matter, though to fee her move 
Hi*)*f$ dam fksm bo look betraying Jevt« _ 
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>n at 'the morning left her rofy bed, 

td all heaven's fmaller lights were driven away, 

e, by her friends and near acquaintance led, 

ke other maids, would walk at break of day : 

Aurora blufh'd to fee a fight unknown, 

To behold cheeks more beauteous than her own. 

fh* obfequious lover follows ftill 4ier train, 
\nd wheucthey go, that way his journey feigns : 
Should they turnback, he would turn back again; 
For with his love, his bufinefs does remain. 
Nor is it ftrange he mould be loth to part 
From her, whofe eyes had ftole away his heart. 

Philetus he was call'd, fprung from a race 
Of noble anceftors j but greedy Time 
And envious Fate- had laboured to deface 
The glory which in his great ftock did thine : 

Small his eftate, unfitting her degree ; 

But blinded Love could no fuch difference fee. 

Yet he* by chance had hit his heart aright, 
And dipt his arrow in Conftantia's eyes, 
blowing a fire that would deftroy him quite, 
Unlefs fuch -flames within her heart fhould rife* 
But yet he -fears, becaufe he blinded is, 
Though he have fhot him right, her heart he Ml mils. 

Unto Love's altar therefore he repairs, 

Add offers up a pleafing facrifice ; 

Intreating Cupid, with inducing prayers, 

To look upon and eafe his miferies : 
Where having wept, recovering breath again, 
Thus to immqrtsdJLovc he did complain ; 
t Vol. J. , D 
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No morning-banim'd darknefs, nor black night 
By her alternate courfe expell'd the day, . 
In which Pkiletus by a conftant rite 
At Cupid's altars did not weep and pray ; 
And yet he nothing reap'd for all his pain, 
But care and forrow was his only gam. 

But now at lad the pitying God, overcome 
By conftant votes and tears, nVd in her heart 
A golden (haft, and (he is now become 
A fup pliant to Love, that with like dart 
He *d wound Philetus ; does with tears implore 
Aid from that power (he fo much fcorn'd before. 

Little (he thinks (he- kept Philetus' heart 
In her fcorch'd breaft, bccaufe her own fhe gave 
To him. Since either fuffers «qual fmart, 
And a like meafure in their torments have : 

His foul, his griefs, 'his fires, now her's are grown ; 

Her heart, her mind, her love, is his alone. 

Whilft thoughts 'gainft thoughts rife up in mutiny. 
She took a lute (being far from any ears) 
And tun'd this fong, pofingihat harmony 
Which poets attribute to heavenly fpheres. 

Thus had (he fung when her dear love was flaio, 
She *d furely call'd him back' from Styx again. 
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THE SONG. 

I. 

T O whom (hall I my forrows fhovt ? * 

Not to Love, for he is blind : 
And my Philetus doth not know 

The inward torment of my mind. 
And all the fenfelefs walls, which are 
Now round about mt, cannot hear ; 

II. 
F«r, if they could, they Aire would weep, 

And with my griefs relent : 
Unlefs their willing tears they keep, 

Till I from earth am fent. 
Then I believe they Ml all deplore 
My fate, fince 1 taught them before* 

III. 
I willingly would weep my (lore, 

If th* flood would land thy love, 
My dear Philetus, on the more 

Of my heart 5 but, (hould'ft thou prove 
Afraid of flames, know the fires are 
But bonfires for thy coming there. 

THEN tears in envy of her fpeech did flow 
From her fair eyes, as if it feem'd that there 
Her burning flame had melted hills of fnow, 
knd fo diflblv'd them into many a tear ; 
Which, Nilus-like, did quickly overflow, 
And quickly caus'd new ferpent griefs to grow. 

J) 3 Here 



Here flay, my Mufe ; for if I mould recite 
Her mournful language, I mould make ycru weep 
Like her, a flood, and fo not fee to write 
Such lines as I, and th* age requires, to keep 
Me from ftera death, of with viftorioos rhyme 
Revenge their matter's death, arid conquer Time. 

By this time, chance and his own induftry 
Had help'd Philetus forward, that he grew 
Acquainted with her brother, fo that he 
Might, by this means, his bright Conftanfia view } 

And, as time fervM, fhew'd her his mifery : 

This was the firft aft in his tragedy. 

Thus to himfelf, foothM by his flattering ftate, 
He faid j " How mall I thank thee for this gain, 
" O Cupid ! or reward my helping fate, 
" Which fweetens all my forrows, all my pain > 
" What hu(bandman would any pains refufe, 
" To reap at laft fuch fruit, his labour's life ?" 

But, when he wifely weigh'd his doubtful ftate, 
Seeing his griefs link'd like an endlefs chain 
To following woes, he would when 'twas too late 
Quench his hot flames, and idle love difdain. 
But Cupid, when his heart was fet on Are, 
Had burnt his wings, who could not then retir 

The wounded youth and kind Philocrates 
(So was her brother eall'd) grew foon fo dear. 
So true and conftant in their amities, 
And in that league fo ftriftly joined were, 

That death itfelf could not their friendship f< 
^ But, as they liv'd in love, they died togethei 
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If one be melancholy, th* other 's fad j 
If one be fick, the other '*s furely ill s 
And if Philetus any forrow had, 
Philocrates was partner ia it (till : 

Py lades* foal, and mad Oreftes*, waa» 

In thefc, if we believe Pythagoras. 

Oft in the woods Philetus walks, and there 
Exclaims againft his fate, fate too unkind : 
With {peaking tears his griefs he doth declare, 
And with fad fighs inftrufts the angry wind 
To ugh 1 and did ev'n upon that prevail j 
It groan' d to hear Philetus 1 mournful tale. 

The cryftal brooks, which gently run between 
The fhadowing trees, and, as they through them paft, 
Water the earth and keep the meadows green, 
Giving a colour to the verdant grafs, 
Hearing Philetus tell his woeful ftate, 
In (hew of grief run murmuring at his fate, 

Philomel anfwers him again, and (hews, 

In her heft language, her fad hiftory, 

And in a mournful fweetnefs tells her woes, 

Denying to be pos'd in raifery j 
Conftantia he, (he Tereus, Tereus, cries j 
With him both grief, and grief's expreifion, vies, 

Philocrates rauft needs his fadnefs know, 
Willing in ills, as well as joys, to (hare, 
Nor will on them the name of friends beftow, 
Who in light fport, not forrow, partners are. 

Who leaves to guide the (hip when ftorras arife, 

Is guilty both of fin and cowardice* 

D 4 "&**. 
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But when his noble friend perceived that he 
Yielded to tyrant paflion more and more, 
Defirous to partake his malady, 
He watches him, in hope to cure his fore 

By counfel, and recall the poifonous dart, 

When it, alas ! was fixed in his heart. 

When in the woods, places beft fit for care, 
He to himfelf did his paft griefs recite, 
Th* obfeqnious friend ft rait follows him, and there 
Doth hide himfelf from fad Philetus* fight 5 

Who thus exclaims (for a fwoln heart would break, 
If it for vent of forrow might not fpeak) : 

" Oh 1 I am loft, not in this defart wood, 
" OBut in Love's pathlefs labyrinth 5 there I 
" My health, each joy and pleafure counted good, 
" Have loft, and, which is more, my liberty j 
** And now am fore'd to let him facrifice 
" My heart, for rafh believing of my eyes. 

" Long have I ftaid, but yet have no relief 5 
" Long have I lov'd, yet have no favour fhown 7 
" Becaufe fbe knows not of my killing grief, 
" And I have fear'd to make my forrows known* 
" For why, alas I if fhe fhould once but dart 
" Difdainful looks, 'twould break my captiv'd heart. 

" But how fhould fhe, ere I impart my love, 
" Reward my ardent flame with like defire ? 
*' But when I fpeak, if fhe fhould angry prove, 
" Laugh at my flowing tears, and fcorn my fire r 
*'* Why, he who hath all forrows borne before, 
" Needeth not fear to be oppreft with more." 

Philocrates 
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Philocrates no longer can forbear, 
Runs to bis friend, and (ighing, " Oh 1" faid'he, 
** My dear Philetus f be thyfelf, and fwear 
" To -rule that pafllon which now mafters thee, 
" And all thy reafon ; but, if it can't be, 
** Give to thy love but eyes* that it may fee/* 

Amazement (hikes him dumb 5 what mail he do r 
Should he reveal his love, he fears 'twould prove 
A hindrance ; and, (hould he deny to fhow, 
It might perhaps his dear friend's anger move : 
Thefe doubts, like Scylla and Charybdis, (land, 
Whilft Cupid, a blind pilot,' doth command* 

At laft refolvM ; " How (hall I feek," faid he, 

" T excufe myfelf, deareft Philocratc* ! 

" That I from thee have hid this fecrecy ? 

" Yet cenfure not j give me firft leave to eafe [known; 
" My cafe with words : my grief you mould have 
" Ere this, if that my heart had been my own. 

" I am all love ; my heart was burnt with fire 
" From two bright funs, which do all light difclofej 
" Firft, kindling in my bread the flame Defire t 
" But, like the rare Arabian bird, there rofe 
" From my heart's allies never-quenched Lo9e f 
" Which now this torment in my foul doth move* 

" Oh ! let not then my paflion caufe your hate, » 

" Ner let my choice offend you, or detain 
" Your ancient friendfhip ; 'tis alas too late 
" To call my firm affection back again : ' • 

" No phyfick can re-cure my weakened ftate, 
«« The wound i$ grown too great,, too defperate.^ 

«^1 
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" But counfel," faid his friend, " a remedy 
*' Which never fails the patient, may at leait, 
" If not quite heal year mind's infirmity, 
€C Aflwage your torment, and procure feme reft* 
" But there is no phyftcian can apply 
" A medicine ere he know the malady." 

4t Then hear me," faid Pbiletus 5 " but why ? Stay, 

" I will not toil thee with my hiftory j 

" For to remember forrows paft away, 

*' Is to- renew an old calamity. 

" He who acquainteth others with his moan, 

" Adds to his friend's grief, but not cures his own/* 

4S But," faid Philocrates, " 'tis beft, in woe, 
4t To have a faithful partner of their care j 
*' That burthen may be undergone by two, 
*/ Which is perhaps too great for one to bear. 
; "I uSoUld miftruft your love, to hide from me 
" Your thoughts, and tax you of inconftancy." 

What fliall he do ? or with what language frame 

E^cufe ? He mull refolve not to deny, 

But open his clofe thoughts and inward flame : % 

With that, as prologue to his tragedy, 

He figlTd, as if they *d cool his torments' ire, 
W»en they, alas ! did blow the raging fire. 

« c When years firft ftyl'd me twenty, I began 
" To fport with catching fnares that Love had fet t 
" Like birds that flutter round the gin, till ta'en, 
f* Or the poor fly caught in Arachne's net, 
" Even fo I fported with her beauty's light, 
« Till I at laft grew Hiad with too much fight. ' 

" Firft 
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€t Firft it came paling on me, whilft I thought 

" 'Twas eafy to repel it j but a* fire, 

* c Though but a fpark, foon into flames ,is brought, 

" So mine grew great, and quickly mounted higher | 
" Which Co have fcoreh'd my love- (truck foul, that I 
« Still live in torment, yet each minute die."- 

« c Who is it," faid Philocrate*, " can move 
" With charming eyes fuch deep affection I 
<l I may perhaps alM you in your love $ 
" Two can effect more than yourfelf alone* 
" My couftfel this thy error may reclaim, 
" Or my fait tears quench thy deftrucUve flame/* 

<« Nay/* faid Philetus, " oft my eyes do flow 
" Like Nihis when it fcorn9 th' oppofed (hore; 
" Yet all the watery plenty I beftow, 
" Is to my flame an oil that feeds it more* 
" So fame reports o' th" Dodonean fpring, 
" That lightens all thofe which are put therein* 

" But, being you defire to know her, fhe » 

«« Is cali'd (with that his eyes let fall a fhower* 
" As if they fain would drown the memory 
" Of his life-keeper's name) Conftantia — *' More 
Grief would not let him otter j tears, the beft 
Expreflfers of true forrow, fpoke the reft. 

To which his noble friend did thus reply : 
41 And was this all ? Whate'er your grief would eafe, 
" Though a far greater ta(k, believe 't, for thee 
« It fhould be foon done by Philocrates 1 
" Think all you wifli performed 5 but fee, the day/ 
" Tir'd with hs heat, it haiking now away I" 

• Home 
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Home from the filent woods night bids them go t 

But fad Philetus can no comfort find j 

What in the day he fears of future woe, 

At night in dreams, like truth, affrights -his mind. 
Why doft thou vex him, Love ? Could'ft thou but fee, 
Thou would'ft thyfelf Philetus' rival be. 

Philocrates, pitying his doleful moan, 

And wounded with the forrows of his friend,. 

Brings him to fair Conftantia; where alone 

He might impart his love, and either end 
His fruitlefs hopes, nipt by her coy difdain, 
Or* by her liking, his wi/ht joys attain* 

* € Faireft," faid he, " whom the bright heavens do cover* - 
4t Do not thefe tears, thefe fpeaking tears, defpife ! 
" Thefe heaving fighs of a fubmiflive lover, 
" Thus ftruck to th' earth by your all-dazzling eyes r 
" And do not you contemn that ardent flame, 
«' Which from yourfelf j your own fair beauty, came! 

<c Truft me, I long have hid my love 5 but now 
'* Am forc'd to fhow 't, fuch is my inward fmart $. 
'* And you alone, fair Saint ! the means do know 
" To heal the wound of my confuming heart. 
" Then, fince it only in your power doth lie 
" To kill or fave, Oh ! help, or elfe I die." 
His gently cruel love did thus reply 5 
4 \ I for your pain am grieved, and would do, 
" Without impeachment of my chaitity 
«< And honour, any thing might pleafure you. > 

V c But, if beyond thofe limits you demand, 
" I mult not aniwer, Sir, nov w&q&aakT . . * ^ 
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cc Believe me,virtuous maiden ! my defire 
" Is chafte and pious as thy virgin thought j 
" No flam t>f tuft, 'tis no difhotoeft fire, 
" Which goes as foon as it was quickly* brought 3 

'« But as' thy beauty pure ; which let not be 

" Eclipfed by difdain and cruelty !" 

" Oh ! Iiow fliall I reply ?" (he cry*d, " thou 'ft won 
' " My foul, and therefore take thy viftory * 
" Thy eyes and fpeeches' have my heart 6'ercomc, 
" And if I fhould deny thee love, then' I 
" Should be a tyrant to mytelf : that fire 
™ Which is kept clofe burns with the greateft ire. 

" Yet do not count my yielding Ilghtnefs, now j 

" Impute it rather, to my ardent love ; 

" Thy pTeafing carriage won me long ago, 

" And, pleading beauty did my liking move 5 [might 
" Thy eyes, which draw like loadftones with their 
" The hardeft hearts, won mine to leave me quite." 

" Oh ! I am rapt above the reach," faid he, 
" Of thought 5 my foul already feels, the blifs [thee 
" Of heaven : when, Sweet, my thoughts once tax but 
" With any crime, may I lofe all happinefs 
" Is wiftVd for : both your favour here, and dead, 
" May the juft gods pour vengeance on my head I" 

Whilft he was.fpeaking this, (behold their fate I) 
Conftantia's father entered in the room, 
When glad Philetus, ignorant of his (late, 
Kifles her cheeks, more red than fetting fun, 
Or e)fe the morn, blufaing through clouds of mtet» 
rf To fee Bfccnding Sol congratulate her. " 



4& COWLEY'S POJEMSy 

Juft as the guilty prifoner fearful ftand&, . . 
Reading his fatal Theta in the brows 
Of him who both his life And death commands* ' 
Ere from his mouth he the fad fentence know* . j 
Such was his ftfl^e to fee her father cqme, 
Nor wiuVd-for, nor expected, in the jpom. 

Th* earag'd old man bide him no more to dare 
Such bold intrufioa in thathoufe, nor be 
At any time with his lpy'd daughter therp* 
Till he had given him fuch authority : 

But to depart; fince fhe her love did (hew him,. 

Was living death, with lingering .torments to him 

This being known to kind Philocrates, 
He chears his friend, bidding him banifli fear, 
And by fome letter his griev'd mind appeafe,. 
And ihew her that which to her friendly ear 
Time gave no leave to tell : and thus his quijl 
Declares to her the abfent lover's will. 
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I TRUST, dear foul, my abfence cannot move 
You to forget or doubt my ardent love j 
For, were there any means to fee you, I 
Would run through death, and all the mifeiy 
Fate could iirfllft $ that fo the world might fay, 
in life and death liov'd Conffauxtia. 
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Then let not, desreft Sweet, our abfcnoe part 
Our loves, but each breaft keep the other's heart; 
Give wantfth to one Mother, till there life 
From all our labours and our induftrics 
The long-expaded froits : have patieace, timet. 
There 's no man whom the fumraer pleafuret great 
Before he tafte the winter ; nope can fay, 
Ere night was gone, lie &w-tne rifing day. 
So, when we once have wafted forrow's night, 
The fun of comfort then mail give us light. 

PH1LETU5. 

This, when Conftantia read, me thought lrer ftate 

Moft happy, by :Philetus , coriftancy 

And perfect love : fhe thanks her flattering fate* 

Kifles the paper, till with kitting me 
The welcome characters doth dull and itain : 
Then thus with ink and tears writes back again* 

CONSTANTIA TO PjiILETU3« 

YOUR abfence, Sir, though it be long, yet J 
Neither forget nor doubt your conftnncy. . 
Nor need you fear that I mould yield unto 
Another, what to your true love is due. 
My heart is yours ; it is not in my claim, 
Nor have I power to take it back again. 
There 's nought but death can part our fouls ; no time*. 
Or angry friends, (hall make my love decline : 

But for the harveft of our hopes I '11 day, 

Uniefs death cut it, ere 'tis ripe, away. 

CONSTANTIA. 
- Oh? 
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Oh ! how this letter fcem-'d to raife iris pride ! 
Prouder was he of this than Phaeton, 
When he did Phoebus' flaming chariot guide, 
'Unknowing of the danger was to come ; 

Prouder than Jafon, when from Colchos he 

Returned with the fleece's victory. 

*But ere the autumn, which fair Ceres crown'd, 
Had paid the fweating ; plowman*s greedieft prayer-: 
And by the fall difrob'd the gaudy ground 
Ofall thofe ornaments it us'd to wear; 
Them kind Philocrates t* each other brought, 
Where they this means t 'enjoy their freedom wrought* 

€t Sweet fair-one," faid PhiJetus, " fince the time 
" c Favours our wifli, and does afford. us. leave 
-* c T' enjoy our loves 5 oh, let us not refign 
*" This iong'd-for favour, nor ourfelves bereave 
"« Of what we wiuYd for, Opportunity, 
" That may too foon the wings of love out-fly! 

v ** For when your father, as His cuftom is, 
*" Fop pleafure doth purfue the timorous hare, 
*«« If you '11 refort but thither, 1*11 not mifs 
4i To be in thofe woods ready for you, where 
" We may depart in fafety, and no more 
" With dreams of pleafure only, heal our fore." 

Ta this the happy lovers foon agree ; 
But, ere they part, Philetus begs to hear, 
From her inchanting voice's melody, 
One fong, io fatisfy his longing ear : 
She yields.; and, tinging added to defire, 
'The lilteriincf youth increasM his amorous Are. 

THE 
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THE SONG. 

I. 
TIME! fly with greater fpeed awayy 
Add feathers to thy wings* 
Till thy halte in flying brings 
That wiftit-for, and cxpe&cd day. 

II. 
Comfort's fun we then mall fee, 
Though at firft it darkened be 
With dangers 5 yet, thofe clouds but gone, 
Our day will put his luftrc on. 

III. 
Then, though death's fad night appear, 
And we in lonely filence reft ; 
Our ravifiYd fouls no more mall fear, 
But with lafting day be bleft. 

IV. 
And then no friends can part us more, 
Nor no new death. extend its power j 
Thus there *s nothing can diffever 
Hearts which love hath join'd together. 

FEAR of being feen, PhiJetus homeward drove, 
But ere they part fhe willingly doth give 
(As faithful pledges of her conftant love) 
Many a foft kifs 5 then they each other leave, 
Rapt up with fecret joy that they have found 
A way to heal the torment of their wound. 
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But» ere the fun through many days had run, 
Conftantia's charming beauty had overcome 
Guifardo's heart, and fcorn'd affection won ; 
Her eyes foon conquer' d all they fhone upon, 
Shot through his wounded heart fuch hot defirc. 
As nothing but her love couldquench the fire. 
In roofs which gold and Parian ftone adorn 
(Proud as the owner's mind) he did abound ; 
In fields fo fertile for their yearly corn, 
As might contend with fcorch'd Calabria's ground $ 
But in his foul, that ihould contain the ftore 
Of fureft riches, he was bafe and poor. 

Him was Cortftantiaurg'd continually, 
By' her friends, to love : fometimes they did in treat 
With gentle fpeeches and mild courtefy j 
Which when they fee defpis'd by her they threat. 
But love too deep was feated in her heart, 
To be worn-out with thought of any (mart. 

1 Soon did her father to the woods repair, 
To feek for fport, and hunt the darted game; 
' Guifardo and Philocrates were there, 
With many friends too tedious hereto name : - 
With them Conftantia went, but not to find 
The bear or wblf, but Love all mild and kind. 
Being enter' d in the pathlefs- woods, while they 
Purfue their game, Philetus, who was late 
Hid in a thicket, carries ftraight away 
His love, and haftens hisown hafty fate ; 

That came too foon upon htm 5 and his fun 
% > Was; quite eclips'd before it futty Atone, 

3 Conftai 
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Conftanria tnifs'd, the hunters in amaze 
Take each a^feveral cotfffe, and by curft fatt 
Guifardo runs, with a love-carried pace, 
Tow*rds them, who little knew their woeful ftate : 
Philetus, like bold Icarus, foaring high 
To honours, found the depth of mifery. 

-For when Guifardo fees his rival there, 
-Swelling with envious rage, he comes behind 
. Philetus, who fuch fortune did not fear, 
And with his fword a way to 's heart does find. 
But, ere his fpirits.were pofTeft of death, 
In thefefew words he fpent his lateft breath 2 

• w O fee, Conftantia ! my fhort race is run j 

" See how my blood the thirfty ground doth dye ; 

" But live thou happier than thy love hath done, 

' " And when I -m dead, think fometime upon me ! 

" More my. fhort time permits me not to tell, 

" For now death feizeth me j my dear, farewell !" 

As foon as he had fpoke thefe words, life fled 
From his pierc'd body, whilft Conftantia, Am 
Rifles his chtfeks, that lofe their lively red, 
-And become pak and wan ; and now each eye, 

Which- w**fo bright, is like, when life was done, 

A ftar that '* fall'n, or an eclipfed fun * 

Thn^er Philocrates was driven by fate, 
And (aw his friend lie bleeding on the earth $ 
Near his pale corpfe his weeping fifter fate, 
Her eyes ftSed tears, her heart to fighs gave birth. 
Philocrates, when he faw this, did cry, 
lc Friend, I '11 rtvenge, or bear thet company t 

E * « y&. 
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•« Juft Jove hath fent me to revenge this fate $ 
" Nay, ftay, Guifardo, think not Heaven in jeft i 
M 'Tis vain to hope flight can fecure thy ftate." 
Then thruft his fword into the villain's breaft- 
" Here" faid Phrlocrates, " thy life I fend 
4t A facrifice, t* appeafe my flaughter'd friend." 

But, as he fell, " Take this reward," faid he, 

* c For thy new vi&ory." With that he flung. 

His darted rapier at his enemy,, 

Which hit his- head, and in his brain-pan hung. 
With that^he falls, but, lifting up his eyes, 
" Farewell, Conftantia !" that word faid, he dies* 

What mail flie do ? She to her brother runs, 
His cold and lifelefs body does embrace ; 
She calls to him, that cannot hear her moans, 
And with her kiffes warms his clammy face. 
" My dear Philocrates !" (he, weeping, cries* 
u Speak to thy After !" but no voice replies. 

Then running to her Love, with many a tear, 
Thus her mind's fervent paflion (he expreft $ 
" O ftay, blefs'd foul, ftay but a little here, 
" And take me with you to a lafting reft, 
" Then to ElyfiunVs manfions both ihall fly, 
" Be married there, and never more to die." 

But, feeing them both dead, ihe cry'd, " Ah me ! 

■•« Ah, my Philetus ! for thy fake will I 

" Make up a full and perfect tragedy : 

" Since 'twas for me, dear Love, that thou didft die, 
" 1*11 follow thee, and not thy lofs deplore 5 
« Thefe eyes, that faw thee, kill'd, ihall fee no more, 

■ ■;, j 
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" It (kail not furc be faid that thou didft die, 
« And thy Conftantia live when thou waft (laiji i 
u No, no, dear foul ! I will not flay from thee § 
M That will reflect upon my valued fame/* 
Then piercing her fad breaft, " I come !" me cries, 
- And death for ever tlos'd her weeping eyes. 

Her foul being fled to its eternal reft, 
Her father comes, and, feeing this, he falls 
To th* earth, with grief too great to be expreft 2 
Whofe doleful words my tir'd Mufe me calls 
T* o'erpafs 5 which I moft gladly do, for fear 
That I mould toil too much the reader's ear. 
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TO THE RIGHT WORJH^PFVli 
MY VIR.Y MOVING MASTER. 

MR. LAMBERT OSBOiSTON,- 
Chief School-matter of Weftminfter School. 

SIR, 

MY childifh Mufe is in her fpring, and yet 
Can only fliew fome budding of her wit. 
One frown upon her work, learn'd Sir, from you* 
Like fome unkinder ftorm mot from your brow, 
Would turn her fpring to withering autumn's time, .. 
And make her bloflbms perim ere their prime. 
But if you fmile, if in your gracious eye 
She an aufpicious alpha can defcry, 
How foon will they grow fruit ! how frefh appear I 
That had fuch beams their infancy to chear \ 
Which being fprung to ripenefs, expeft thea 
The earlieft offering of her grateful pen. 
Your raoft dutiful Scholar, 

ABR. COWLEY. 

PYRAMUS 
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WHEN Babylon's high walls ere&ed were 
By mighty Nhras* wife, two houfet joined. 
One Thjfbe liv'd in, Pyrtmus the fair 
In th' other : earth ne'er boafted fuch a pair I 
The very fenfelefs walls thcrafclvcs combined, 
And grew in one, juft like their matters* mind. 

Thiibe all other women did excel, 
The Queen of Love lefs lovely was than (he t 
And Pyramus more fweet than tongue can tell ; 
Nature grew proud in framing them fo well. 

But Venus, envying they fo fair mould be, 

Bids her fon Cupid mew his cruelty. 

The all-fubduing God his bow doth bend, 
Whets and prepares his moft remorfelefs dart, 
Which he unfeen unto their hearts did fend, 
And fo was Love the caufe of Beauty's end. 
But could he fee, he had not wrought their fmaitj 
For pity Aire would have o'ercome his heart* 

Like as a bird, which in a net is ta'en, 
By ftruggling more entangles in the gin 5 
So they, who in Love's labyrinth remain , 
With driving never can a freedom gain. 

The.way to enter 's broad ; but, being in, 

No art, no labour, can an exit win* 



/ 
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Thefe lovers, though their parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watchM their deeds with jealoufy 9 
Though in thefe ftorras no comfort could remove 
The various doubts and fears that cool hot love ; 
Though he nor her's, nor (he his face could fee, 
Yet this could not abolish Love's decree t ■ ▼ • 

For age had crack'd the wait which did them part j 
This the unanimate couple foon did fpy, 
And here 1 their inward forrows did impart, 
Unlading the fad burthen of their heart. 

Though Love be blind, this mews he can defcry 

A way to leflen his own mifery. 

Oft to the friendly cranny they refort, 
And feed themielves with the celeftial air 
Of odoriferous breath $ no other fport 
They coijld eiijoy ; yet think the time but Jhort, 
And wifh thaj: it again renewed were, 
To fuck each other's breath for ever there. 

Sometimes they did exclaim againft their fate, 
And fometimes they accus'd imperial Jove 5 
Sometimes repent their flames 1 but all too late, j 
The arrow could not be recalled : their ftate 
Was firft ordain' d by Jupiter above, 
And Cupid had appointed they (hould love. 

They curft the wall that did their kifTes part, 
And to the ftones their mournful words they fent, 
As if they faw the forrow of their heart, 
And by their tears could underftand their fmart : 
But it was hard, and knew not what they meant, 
Nor with their ughs, alas ! would it relent. 
•;:".. . This 
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This in effea they &id ; " Curs'd wall I O why • 
" Wilt thou our bodies fever, whofe true love 
" Breaks thorough all thy flinty cruelty I 
" For both our fouls £o clofely joined lie, 
" That nought but angry death can them remove } 
" And though he part them, yet they '11 meet above/* 

Abortive tears -from. their fair eyes out-flowM, 
And damnVd the. lovely iplendor of their fight, 
Which feem'd likei-Titan, whilft ibme watery cloud 
O'erfpreads his face, and his bright beams doth fhroud ; 
Till Vefper chas'd away the conquered light, 
And forceth them (though loth) to bid good-night* 

But ere Aurora, liflier to the day, 

Began with welcome luftre to appear, 

The lovers rife,- and at that cranny, they 

Thus to each other their thoughts open lay, 
With many a Ugh and many a fpeaking tear- j 
Whofe grief the pitying morning blufht to hear. 

" Dear Love I" faid Pyramus, " how long (hall we, 
" Like fairefl flowers not gather'-d in their prime, 
" Wafte precious youth, and- let advantage flee, 
" Till we bewail (at laft) our cruelty 
" Upon ourfelves ? for beauty, though it fliine 
" Like day, will quickly find an evening-time. 

" Therefore, fweet Thifbe, let us meet this night 
" At Ninus* tomb, without the city wall, 
" Under the mulberry- tree, with berries white 
" Abounding, there t* enjoy our wifiVd delight. 
" For mounting love, ftopt in its courfe, doth fall, 
"*« And long'd-for, yet untafted, joy kills all. 
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•« What though our cruel parent* angry be ? 

*« What though our friends, alas ! are too unkind I 

"Time, that now offers, quickly may deny, 

** And foon hold back fit opportunity. 

" Who lets flip Fortune, her (hall never find j . 

44 Occafion, once pafs'd by, is bald behind.** 

She foon agreed to that which he reqtuY J, 
For little wooing needs, where both confent 5 
What he fo long had pleaded, fhe. defirM : 
Which Venus feeing, with blind Chance confpirVT/ . 
And many a charming accent to her fent, 
That fhe (at laft) would fruftrate their intent. 

Thus Beauty is by Beauty's means undone^ . 

Striving to clofe thofe eyes that make her bright j 

Juft like the moon, which feeks t' eclipfe the fun, . 

Whence all her fplendor, all her beams, do-eome : : 
So fhe, who fetcheth luftre from their fight, 
Doth purpofe to deftroy their glorious light. 

Ifoto the MuJberry*tree fair Thifhe came j 

Where having refted long, at laft fhe 'gan . 

Againft her Pyramus for to exclaim, 

Whilft various thoughts turmoil her troubled brain ? 
And, imitating thus the filver fwan, 
A little while before her death, /ho fang : 



TH 
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THE 8 O N G. 

I. 

CO ME, Love ! why ftayeft thou ? the night 
Will vanKh en we tafte delight : 
The moon obfcures herfelf frpm fight, 
Thou abient, whoie eyes give her light* 

■'■ II. ."■' I. - 
Come quickly, dear) be brief as time, 

Or we by morn 4hall be o'erta'en $ 

Love's joy's thine own as well as mine 3 

Spend not therefore the time ift vain. 

HERE doubtful thoughts broke off her pka&nt Cong, , 
And for her lover's ftay fent many a ugh j 
Her PyramuSy me thought, did tarry long, 
And that his abfence did her too much wrong. 
Then, betwixt longing hope and jealoufy, 
She fears, yet *s loth to tax, his loyalty. 

Sometimes (he thinks that he hath her forfaken } . 

Sometimes, that danger hath befallen him : 

She fears that he another Love hath' taken ; 

Which, being but imagin'd, foon doth waken 

Numberleft thoughts, which on her heart did fllug 
Fears* thatlier future fate too truly fing. 



While 
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WHILE fhe thus mufing fate, ran from the wood 
An angry lioitto the cryftal fprhfgs, 
Near to that place ; who coming from his food, 
His chaps were all befmearM with crimfon blood : 
Swifter than thought, fwett Thiibe (trait begins 
To fly from him ; fear gave her fwallow** wings. 

As (he avoidfcthe Hon, her defire 
Bids her to Aay, left Pyramufr Should coihe, 
And be devour" d by the ftern lion's ire, 
So me for ever burn in unquenph'd fire. :. . 
But fear expels all reafons.; me "doth run 
Into a darkibme cave, ne'er fccn lay fun. 

With hafte (he Jet.her loofer mantle fall ; ... 
Which* when th* enraged lion did efpy, 
With bloody teeth he tore in pieces fmall ; . . 
While* Thi(be ran, and look'd not back at all-; 

For, could the TeriTelefs beaftr her face defcry^ 

It had not done'her fuch an injury. 

The night half wafted, Pyramus did come 5 
Whd, feeing-printed in the yielding fand 
The lion's ,paw, and by the. fountain fome 
Of 4 Thftbe's garment, forrow ftruck him dumb : 
Juft like a marble ftatue did he ftand, 
Cut by fome (kilful graver's artful hand. 

^Recovering breath, at-Pate he did exclaim, . 
Warning with- tears the torn and bloody weed : 
** I may," faid he, « myfelf for her death blame j 
" Therefore my blood (hall wafti away that fliame : 

4t Since fhe is dead, wbofe beauty doth exceed 
: - *' All that frail man can t\thsc\rax <a raAu* 

1 
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This fpoke, he drew his fatal fword, and faid, . 
41 Receive my cnm(bn Blood, as a due debt 
•« Unto thy conftant love, to which 'tis paid s 
u I ftrait will meet thee in the pleafant fhade 
" Of cool Elyfinm j where we, being met, 
u Shall tafte thofe joys that here we could not get.*' 

Then through his breaft thrufting his fword, life hies 
From him, and he makes hafte to feek his Fair : 
And as upon the coloured ground he lies, 
His blood had dropt upon the mulberries 5 

With which th* unfpotted berries ftained were, . 

And ever fince with red they coloured are,. 

At laft fair Thifbe left the den, for fear 

Of difappointing Pyramus, fince (he . 

Was bound by promife for to meet him there : 

But when (he faw the berries changed were > . 

From white to black, (he knew not certainly 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 

With what delight from the dark cave (he came, 
Thinking to tell how (he efcap'd the beaft I 
But, when (he. faw her Pyramus lie (lain, 
Ah ! how perplex'd did her fad foul remain ! 
She tears her golden hair, and beats her bread, 
And. every fign of raging grief expreft. 

She blames all-powerful Jove ; and drives to take 
His bleeding body from the moiften'd ground. 
She kifles his pale face, till (he doth make 
It red with killing, and then feeks to wake 

His parting foul with mournful words *, YlivwowcA 
WiUha with taup, /(N tofita/pAmfa^* 
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But afterwards, recovering breath, faid me, 
" Alas I what chance hath parted thee and I ? 
4t Oteli what evil hath befall- n to thee, 
««. That of thy death I may a partner be : 

" Tell Thifbe, what hath caus'd thistragedf •*• 
He, hearing Thiflbe's name, lifts up his eye j 
And on his Love he rais'd his dying head : 
Where, driving long for breath, at laft, faid he, 

• «« O Thtfbe, I am hafting to the. dead, 

• *' And cannot heal that wound my fear hath bred : 

" Farewell, fweet Thifbe ! we muft parted J>e, 
« c For angry Death will force me foon from thee."** 

Xife did from him, he from his miftrefs, part, 
'Leaving his Love to languifh here in woe. 
v .What (hall ike do ? How malt me eafe her heart r 

• Or with what language fpeak her inward (mart ? 

* Ufurping Paflfon Reafon doth overflow, 
She vows that with her Pyramus iheUl go : 

Then takes, the fword wherewith her Love was flam, 
"-."With Pyramus's crimfon blood warm ftill 5 
. And faid, " Oh ftay, bleft foul,; awhile refrain, 
1 «' That we may go together, and remain 
" In endlefs joys, and never fear the ill 
" Of grudging frieads P— Then me herfelf did kill. 

To tell what grief their parents did faftain, 
Were more than my rude quill can overcome ; 
1 Much did they weep and grieve, but all in vain, 
: For weeping calls not back the dead again. 

Both in one grave were bad* wbttv Ufe*im done \ 



PYRAMUS AND THISffE. f} 



EPITAPH. 

UNDERNEATH this marble flow, 
Lie two beauties joinM in one. 

II. 

Two, whofe loves death could not fever | 
For both liv'd, both dy'd together. 

in. 

"Twp, whofe fouls, being too divine 
For earthy in their own fphere now ihuuu 

IV. 

'Who have left their loves to fame. 
And their earth to earth again. 
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(4, COWLEY'S POEM8. 

S Y L. , ; V. A: 

OR, 

DIVEJIS COPIES OF VERSE'S, 

MADE UPON SUNDRY OCCASIONS. 



AN ELEGY 1 

On the Death of the Right Honourable 
Dudley Lord Carleton, Vifcount Dorchester, 

Late Principal Secretary of State. 

TH* infernal fillers did a council call 
Of all the fiends, to the black Stygian hall j 
The dire Tartarian monfters, hating light, 
Begot by difmal Erebus and Night, 
Where'er difpers'd abroad, hearing the fame 
Of their accurfed meeting, thither came. 
Revenge, whofe greedy mind no blood can fill, 
And Envy, never fatisfy'd with ill : 
Thither blind Boldnefs, and impatient Rage, 
Reforted, with Death's neighbour, envious Age. 
Thefe, to opprefs the earth, the Furies fent * : 
The council thus diflblv'd, an angry Fever, 
Whofe quenchlefs thirft by blood was fated never, 
Envying the riches, honour, greatnefs, love, 
And virtue (load- (lone, that all thefe did move) 

* .Something *is here wanting, as appears from the 
want both of rhyme and connexion. N. 

Of 



ELEGY ON LORD CAItLETQM. *j 
Of noble Carleton, him (he took away, 
And like a greedy vulture feiiM her prey. 
Weep with me, each who either reads or hears, 
And knoW'his lofs deferves his country** tears I 
The Mufcs loft a patron by his fate, 
Virtue a huJband, and a prop the State. 
' Sel's chorus weeps, and, to adorn his hearfe, 
Calliope would fing a tragic verfe. 
And, had there been before no fpring of theirs, 
•They would hare made a Jlelicon with tears. 

ASR. COWLEV. 

A N £ L E G Y 

On the Death of my loving Friend and Coufin 

MR. RICHARD CLARICE, GENT. 

Late of Lincoln's -Inn. 

IT was decreed by ftedfa* deftiny 
(The world from chaos turnM) that all mould die. 
He who durft fearlefe pafs black Acheron, 
And dangers of tV infernal region, 
'Leading heirs triple porter captivate, 
Was overcome himfelf by conquering Fate. 
The Roman Tully's pleafing eloquence, 
Which in the ears did lock up every fenfe 
Of the rapt hearer.} his mellifluous breath 
Could not at all charm unremorfelcfs Death % 
Vot~It F Nor 



/ 
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Nor Solon, fo by Greece admir'd, could fave 
Himfelf, with all bis wifdom, from tbe grave* 
Stern fate brought Maro to his funeral flame, 
And would have ended in that fire his fame j 
Burning thofe lofty lines, which now fhall be 
Time's conquerers, and out-laft eternity. 
Even fo I6v*d Clarke from death no Ycape could fii 
Though arm'4 with great Alcides* valiant mind. 
He was adorn'd, in years though far more youngs 
With learned Cicero*s, or a fweetet* tongue. 
And, could dead Virgil hear his lofty ftrain, 
lie would condemn his own to fire again. 
His youth a Solon's wifdom did prefage, 
Had envious 1 Time but giv'n him Solon't age. 
Who would not therefore now, if Learning's friend 
Bewail his fatal and untimely end ? 
.Who hath fuch hard, fuch unrelenting eyes, 
As not to weep when fo much virtue dies ? 
The God of poets doth in darknefs flirowd 
His glorious face, and weeps behind a cloud* 
The doleful Mufes thinking now to write 
Sad elegies, their tears confound their fight i 
But him t* Elyfium's 1 ailing joys they bring, 
Where winged angels his fad requiems fing* 
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A D, R EAM OF ELYSIUM. 

PHOEBUS, expell'd by the approaching night, 
BluuVd, and for ihame clos'd in his bafhful light, 
fhllt I, with leaden Morpheus overcome, 
lie Mule -whom I adore entered the room s 
lerhaifcwith loofer curiofity 
Kd on her comely .back diiheyelM lie: 
ler eyes with fuch attractive beauty (hone, 
Is might have wak'd deeping Endymion. 
he bade me rife, and promised I fliould fee 
Tbofe fields, thofe manfions of felicity, 
Ve mortals fo admire at : fpeaking thus, 
he lifts me up upon wing'd Pegafus, 
hi whom I rid ; knowing, wherever me 
lid go, that place muft needs a Tempe be. 
No fooqer was my flying courfer come 
o the bleft dwellings of Elyfium, 
v"hen ftrait a thou (and unknown joys re fort, 
ind hemmM me round $ chafte Love's innocuous fport t 
fc thoufand fweets, bought with no following gall, 
3ys, not like ours, fhort, but perpetual, 
low many ojjje&s charm my wandering eye, 
Jid bid my foul gaze there eternally ! 
(ere in full ftreams, Bacchus, thy liquor flows, 
for knows to ebb 5 here Jove's broad tree beftows 
iftilling honey 5 here doth ne&ar pafs, 
fith copious current, through the verdant grafs : . 

F a .. Here 
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Here Hyacinth, his fate writ in his looks, 
And thou, NarciiTus, loving ftill the brooks, 
Once lovely boys t and Acts, now a flower, 
Are nouriftVd with that rarer herb, whofe power 
Created thee, War's potent God 1 here grows 
f he fpotlefs lily and the bluibing rofe \ 
And all thofe divers ornaments abound, 
That varioudy may paint the gaudy Aground. 
No willow, forrow's garland, there hath roost, 
Nor cyprefs, fad attendant of a tomb. 
None but Apollo's tree, and th* ivy twine 
Embracing the ftout oak, the fruitful vine, 
And trees with golden apples loaded down, 
On whofe fair tops fweet Philomel alone, 
Unmindful of her former mifery, 
Tunes with her voice a raviming harmony 5 
Whilft all the murmuring brooks that glide along 
Make up a burthen to her pleating fong. 
No fcreech-owl, fad companion of the night 3 
No hideous raven with prodigious flight, 
Prefaging future ill j nor, Progne, thee, 
?Yet fpotted with young Itis* tragedy, 
Thofe facred bowers receive. There 's nothing tb 
That is not pure $ all innocent and rare. 
Turning my greedy fight another way, 
Under a row of dorm-contemning bay, 
. I faw the Thracian finger with his lyre 
Teach the deaf (tones to hear him and admire. 
Him the whole Poets* chorus corapaft'd round, 
All whom the oak, all whom the laurel crown'd* 
.3 . . 1 



A DREAM OF ELYSIUM/ #>' 

There banifh'd Ovid had a Ming* home, 

Better than thou could'ft giro, ungrateful Rome I 

And Lucan (fpite of Nero) in each vein 

Had every drop of hit fpik blood again : 

Homer, Sol's fir£-barn, war not poor or blind, 

But ftrw as well in body a* in mind. 

Tnlly, grave Gate, Solon, and the reft 
Of Greece's admir*d wife-men, here poJM 
A large reward for their paft deeds, and gain - 
A life as everlafting at their fame. 

By tho&- the valiant heroes take their place $ 
All who ftern death and perils did embrace 
For virtue's caufe. Great Alexander there 
Lssghs- at the earth's fmall empire, and did wear 
A nobler crown than the wljole world could give : 
There did Horatiusj Cocks, Sceva, live, 
And valiant Decius ; who now freely ceafe 
From war, and purchafe an eternal peace. 

Next them, beneath a myrtle bower, where dove* 
And gall-lefs pigeorisijbuiltl their nefts, all Love's 
True fakhful fervants, with an amorous kifs 
And foft embrace, enjoy their greedieft wilh. 
Leander with his beauteous hero plays, 
Nor are. they parted with dividing feas : 
Porcia eitjoys her Brutus ; death no more 
Can now divorce their wedding, as before t 
Thifbe her Pyraraus fcifs'd, his Thiibe he 
Btabrac'd, *aeh blefs'd with f other's company * 
And every couple, always dancing, fing 
Eternal plearores to Elyfium's king, 

F 3 **& 
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But fee how foon thefe pleafures fade away! 
How near to evening is delight's ftiort day ! 
The watching bird, true Nunciu* of the light, ,. 
Strait crowd*; and all thefe vaniuVd from my fight 
My verjr Mufe herfelf forfook -me too. 
Mc grief and wonder wak'd : what ihould I dof 
Oh ! let me follow thee (faid I) and go 
From life, that I may dream for ever fo. 
With that} my flying Mufe I thought to clalp 
Within my arms, but did a ftxadow grafp. 
Thus chiefeft joys glide with the fwifteft ftream, 
And all our greateft pleafure i but a dreams 

ON HIS MAJESTY'^ 

'RETURN OtTT OF SCOTLAIfD. 

GReat Charles !— there ftop, ye trumpeters of fai 
(For he who (peaks his titles, his great name, 
Mu^ft have a breathing-time) our king : — ftay there. 
Spealfc by degrees; let the inquifitive ear 
Be held in doubt, and, ere you fay " is come/* 
Let every Jieart prepare a fpacious room 
For ample joys : then Io ting, as loud 
As thunder ihot from the divided cloud ! 

Let Cygnus pluck from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of the rock, the pearl that paves 
Great Neptune's court : let every fparrow bear 
From the Three Sifters* weeping bark a tear : 
Let lpotted lynxes their fharp, talons fill 
With cryftal fetched from the Promethean hill * 



ON .HIS MAJESTY'S RETURtf. 7* . 
Cytherea's birds frelh wreaths compofe, 
tting the pale-fac*d lily with the rofe s 
thp lelf -gotten phoenix rob his neft, • , 

il his <mn funeral pile, and all his bcft 
myrrh, of frankinccnfe, of caflia, bring, 
ftrew the way for our returned king ! 
.et e^ery poft a panegyric wear, 
:h wall, each pillar, gratulations bear s 
id yet, let no man invocate a Mufe % 
ie very matter will itfelf infufe 
facred fury : let the merry bells 
Dr unknown joys work unknown miracles) 
lg without help of fexton, and prefage 
new-made holy-day for future age ! 
And, "if the ancients us'd to dedicate 
golden temple to propitious Fate, 
: the return of any noble men, 
heroes, or of emperors, we muft then 
life up a double trophy ; for their fame 
as but the ihadow of our Charles's name. * 
r ho is there where alf virtues mingled flow, 
Tiere no defecYs or imperfections grow f 
fhofe head is always crownM with vi&bry, 
latch'd from Bellona's hand ; him luxury 
1 peace debilitates : whofe tongue can win 
ully's own garland, pride to him creeps in. 
n whom (like Atlas* moulders) the propt date 
\& he were primum mobile of Fate) 
>lely relies ; him blind ambition moves j 
is tyranny the bridled fubjecl proves. 

"•F'4 ■' • 'But 
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But all thofe virtues, which they all pofleftV 
Divided, are colle&ed in thy bfeafr, 
Great Charles I Let Cxfar boaft Pharftlia'a nght>\ 
Honorius praHe the Parthian's unfeigned ftight* . 
Let Alexander call himfelf Jove's peer, . 
And place his image near the thunderer ; 
Yet while our Charles with equal balance reign* ; 
*Twixt Mercy and Aftrea, and maintains 
A noble peace, *tis he, 'tis only -he, 
Who is raoft near, raoft like, the Deity* . 

S O N Of OH THE SAM!.. 

HENCE, clouded looks j hence, briny tears, 
Hence, eye that forrow's livery wears t 
What though awhile Apollo pleafe • 
To vifit the Antipodes ? 
Yet he returns, and with his light 
Expels what he hath caused— the night* 
What though the fpring-vaniih away, . , 

And with it the earth's form decay r 
Yet his new-birth will foon reftore - 
What ita departure took before* 
What though we mifs'd our abfent king- 
Awhile ? Great Charles is come again j . 
And with his prefence makes us know . 
The gratitude to Heaven we owe* 
So doth a cruU ftorra impart 
And teach us Paliiuurus' art : 
So from fait floods, wept by our eyes, 
A joyful Venus doth arife» 

A VOTE 
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Tp EST the ini^indg^ world flwttWchlftCt to fay^ 
-I— / i durft not but kt fecret nmrnutf* pray 1 

To whifper in -Jove's nr • 
Hbw much I wiuVthat funeral, . 
Or gape at $wk a great*o&e?s fall | . 

Thklet all age* hear, 
And future times in my fouTs pi&ure fed 
What I abhor, wfcatl dear* to be* 

I would not be- a Puritan, though he> 

Can preach 'two hours* and yet his fermon hfr: 

But half a quarter long $ 
Though, from his old mechanic trader . 
By vifion he 's a. pashor made, -. 

His faith was, grown foftroagrf . 
Ray, though he think to gain falvation 
%, calling tV *op*4b*Ythm of Bdyto* . 

I would hot be- a Schoot-matta, though he 
His rods no- lefa than Faices deems to be | -. 

Thattgh he in many a place 
Turns Lilly oftencr than his gowns, „ 
Till at the law he make the.nount . 

Fight with the- verbs apace $ ; 
Kay, though he can, in a poetic heat, 
Figures, born unce y out of poor Virgil beat. 

Iwouldt 
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I would not be jffiftice of peace, though lie 
Can with equality divide the fee, 

«,' . " And fta&tf With his clerk draw 3 
Nay, though he fits upon the place 
Of judgment with a learned face • 

Intricate as the law $ 
And, whilft he mulcls enormities demurely, 
Breaks Prifcian's head with Sentences fecurely* 

«/- . . :." -. . 

I would not be a Courtier, though he ' 
Makes his whole life the trued comedy $ 

Although' he be a man 
In whomlt&e taylorV forming art, 
And nimble barber, claim more part 

Than Nature herfelf can ; 
Though, as he ufes men, *tis his intent 
To put oflFdeatJi too with axompliment. 

From Lawyer*' .tongues; though they can fpin with e 
The ihorteft caufe into a paraphrafe j 

From UfurerV cohfeterice 
(For fwallowjng up young heirs fo fah% 
Without all doubt/ they '11 cboak'd atlaft) 

Make me ^11 innocence, 
Good Heaven ! and from thy eyes, O Juftice 1 keep 
For though they be not blind, they 're: oft aileep. 
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From Singmg-mcnV religion, who are 

Always at churchj jtift like the crows, 'caiife there 

They build thesnfelves a nefti 
From too much Poetry, which mines 
With gold In nothing but its lines, 

Free, O you Powers! my breaft. 
And from Aftronomy, which in the ikies 
Finds fifh and bulls, yet doth but tantalize. 

From youV Court-madams* beauty, which doth carry 
At morning May, at night a January : 

From the grave city brow 
(For though it'* want an R, it hat 
The letter of Pythagoras) 

Keep me, O Fortune, now ! , * 

And chines of beef innumerable fend me, 
Or from the ftomach of the guard defend me. 

This *iAy grant me, that my means may lie 
Too low for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour I would have, 
• Not from great deeds, but good alone; ' 
Th' unknown are better than ill-known; 

4 Humour can ope the grave ! 
Acquaintance I ^would have; but when 'ttieperfdft 
Not from the number, but the choice, of friends. • 
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Books mould, not bufmefs, entertain the light j : 
And fleep, as undifturb'd as death, the night*. 

My houlfe a cottage more 
Than palace j* and mould fitting be 
For all my ufe, no luxury. 

My garden painted o'er 
With Nature's hand, not Art's ; that pleasures yiel 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. . 

Thus would I double my li&'s fading,. fpace y -. 
Fotf he that runs it well, twice runs his race, . 

And in this true delight, 
Thefe unbought (ports, and happy ftate, < 
I would not fear,, nor wifh, my fate;.. 

But boldly fay, each night, 
Tb-morrow let my fun his beams djfpl ay, 
Or in clouds hide, them $ I haire liv.'d to-day *• 

A'POMiaL.REV^G* 

WEftminfter-hallia friend and I agreed 
To meet in; he (foroe.bufineis. 'twas did bp 
His abfence) came not there $ I up did go 
To the next, court $£oy though I could not know 
Much what they meant* yet I might Jfee a*4taa* 
(As moft fpeftators d« at thtatre) 

Thii 

# The three concluding ftahzas of this poem 
introduced by Mr. Cowley in his u EiTays in Vi 
*«dProfe." N. 
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Things very Grange i Fortune did feem to grace 
My coming there, and helpt me to a place. 
But, being newly fettled at the fport, 
A femi-gentieman of the Inns of Court* 
In a fatin fuit, redeemed but yefterday ; 
One who is roviih'd with a cock-pit play ; 
Who prays God to deliver him from no evil 
Befides a taylor's bill \ and fears no devil 
Bcfides a ferjeaat* thruft me from my feat : 
At which I 'gan to quarrel, till a neat 
Man in- a ruff (whom therefore I did take 
For barrifter) open'd his mouth and fpake ; 
" Boy, get you gone, this is no fchool." " Oh 119 5 
" For, if it were, all you gown'd-men would go 
« Up for falfe Latin." They grew ftraight to be 
• Incensed} I fear'd they would have brought on me 
An a&ion of trefpafs 1 till the young man 
Afore faid, in the fatin fuit, began. 
To ftrike me : doubtlefs there had been a fray, 
Had not I providently fkipp'd away 
Without replying 5 for to fcold is ill, 
Where every tongue -'s the clapper of a mill, 
And can out-fbuhd Homer's Gradivus ; fo 
Away got 1 1 but we I far did go, 
I flung (the darts of wounding poetry) 
Thefe two or three (harp curfes back : May he 
■■ Be by his father in his ftudy took 
At ShakefpeareV plays, inftead of my lord Coke t 
May he (though all his writings grow as foon 
As Butter's out of eftiraation) 
' Get 
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Get him a poet's name, and fo. ne'er come 
Into a fcrjeant's or dead judge's room ! 
May he become fome poor phyfkian's prey, 
Who keeps men with that confcience in delay 
As he his client doth, till his health be 
As far-fetcht as a Greek noun's pedigree ! 
Nay, for all that, may the difeafe be gone 
Never but in the long vacation 1 
May neighbours ufe all quarrels to decide 5 
But if for law any to London ride, 
Of all thofe clients let not one be his, 
Unlefs he come in Forma Pauperis ! 

; Grant this, ye Gods that favour poetry ! 
That all thefe never-ceafing tongues may be • 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
Tot quarrel with a thead-bare black : but fpare 
Them who bear fcholars' names, left fome one tak« 
Spleen, and another Ignoramus make* 

To the Dutchess of BUCKINGHAM* 

IF I mould fay, that in your face were feen 
Nature's beft picture of the Cyprian Queen 5. 
If I mould fwear, under Minerva's name* 
Poets {who prophets are) foretold your fame 1 
The future age would think it flattery ; 
Bui to the prefent, which can witnefs be, 
*T would feem beneath your high deferts, as far. 
A$ you Rbove the reft of women are. 

When 
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When Manners' name with Villiers* join'd I fee, 
How do I reverence your nobility ! 
But when the virtues of your ftdck Pview, 
(Envy'd in your dead lord, admir'd in you) 
I half adore them ; for what woman can, 
Befides yourfelf (nay, I might fay what man) 
But fex, and birth, and fate, and years excel 
In mind, in fame, in worth, in living well f 

Oh, how had. this begot idolatry* 
If you had liv'din the world's infancy, 
When man's too much religion made thebeft 
Or deities, or femi-gods at leaft ! 
But we, forbidden this by piety, 
Or, if we were not, by your modefty, 
Will make our hearts an altar, and there pray 
Not to, but for, you ; nor that England may 
Enjoy your equal, when you once are gone, 
But, what 's more poffible, t* enjoy you long. 

To his very much honoured Godfather, 
Mr, A. B. 

I Love (for that upon the wings of fame 
Shall perhaps mock Death or Time's darts) my Name* 
I love it more, becaufe 'twas given by you j 
I love it moff , becaufe 'twas your name too j 
For if I chance to flip, a confeious fliame 
Plucks me, and bids me not defile your name* 

I'm, 
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Tm glad that city, t* whom I ow'd before 
- (But, ah me ! Fate hath croft that willing fcore) 
A father, gave me a godfather too 5 
And I 'm more glad; becaufe it gave me ybu 5 

Whom I may rightly think, and term, to be 

Of the whole city an epitome* 

• I thank my careful Fate, which found out one 

• (When Nature had not Hcenfed my tongue 

' Farther than cries) who mould my office do ; 

.'■ I thank her more, becaufe the found out you : 
In whofe each look I may a fehtence fee j 
In whofe each deed, a teaching homily. 

.How (hall I'pay this debt to you ? My fate 
' Denies me Indian pearl or Perfian plate ; 
Whieh though it did not, to requite you thus, 
'Were to fend apples to Alcinous, 

And fell the cunning'ft way. — No 1 when I can, 
fn every leaf, in every verfe, write Man $ 

When my quill reliflreth a fchool no more $ 
' When my pen-feather'd Mufe hath learnt to foar, 
And gotten wings as well as feet $ look then 
i For equal thanks from my unwearied pen : 
Till future ages fay, *twas you did ^tve 
A name to me, and I made yours to live. 



AN 
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A .N ELEGY 
3n the Death of John Littleton, Efquire, 

Son and Heir to Sir Thomas Littleton, 

Who was drowned leaping into the Water to fave hit 

younger Brother. 

AND mnft thefe waters fmile again, and play 
About the fhore, as they did yeftcrday ? 
WTill the fan <:ourt them ftill I and fhall they fliow 
^o con fc ions wrinkle furrow' d on their brow, 
That to the thirfty traveller may fay* 
'. am-accurft 3 go turn fome other way ? 

It is unjuft : black flood ! thy guilt is mere, . 
prang from his lofs, than all thy watery ftore 
'an give thee tears to mourn for : birds (hall be, 
Ind beafts, henceforth afraid to drink of thee. 

What have I faid ? my pious rage hath been 
"oo hot, and afts, whilft it accufeth, fin. 
Thou 'rt innocent, I know, ftill clear and bright, 
it whence Co pure a foul fhould take its flight, 
low i» angry zeal confin'd ! for he 
fanV quarrel with his love and piety, 
Tiat would revenge his death. Oh, I fhall (in, 
wd wifh anon he had lefs virtuous been, 
or when his brother (tears for him I 'd fpill> 
iut they 're all challeng'd by the greater ill) 
truggled for life with the rude waves, he too 
eapt in, and when hope no faint beam could /how, 
VOL, I. G Hi* 
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His charity (hone moft j " Thou (halt," faid he^ 
«* Live with me, brother, or I'll die with thee $" 
And fo he did ! Had he been thine, O Rome I 
Thou would'ft have call'd this death a martyrdom* 
And fainted him. My eonfcience give me leave* 
I '11 do fo to : if Fate will us bereave 
Of him we honour' d living, there moft be 
A kind of reverence to his memory, 
After hi« death 4 and where more juft than net*, 
Where life and end were both fo fingular ? 
He that had only talk'd with him, might iind 
A little academy in his mind j 
Where Wifdom matter was, and fellows all 
Which we can good, which we can virtuous* call* 
Reafon, and Holy Fear the proctors were, 
To apprehend thofe words, thofe thoughts, that err* 
His learning had out-run the reft of heirs, 
Stol'n heard from Time, and leapt to twenty years*. 
And, as the fun, though in full glory bright, 
Shines upon all men with impartial light, 
And a good-morrow to the beggar brings 
With as fall ray 8 as to the mightieft kings : 
So he, although his worth juft ftate might claim, 
And give to pride an honourable name, 
With cpurtefy to all, cloath'd virtue fo, 
That 'twas not higher than his thoughts were low* 
In 's body too no critique eye could find 
The fmalleft blemifli, to belye his mind j 
He was all purenefs, and his outward part 
But reprefenu the pi&ure of his- heart, 
* 3 . . Wfce* 
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When waters fwallow'd mankind, and did cheat 
The hungry worm of its expected meat j 
When gem*, plockt from the wore by ruder hands, 
Return' d again unto their native fends f 
"Mongft all thofe fpoils, there was not any prey 
"Could equal what this brook hath ftoPn away. 
Weep then, fed flood $ and, though thou *rt innocent, 
Weep becaufe Fate ma4e thee her inftrument : 
-And, when-long grief hath drunk up all thy ftore, 
Come -to our eyes, and we will lend thee more. 

A Translation of 

VB H. S %$ \lpOB the B L E S 8 E D V I R G llf, 

Written in Latin by the Right Worihipfnl Dr. A*. 

Ave Maria. 
f\ ^ CE thou rejoioed'ft, and rejoice for ever, 
^ "Wltofe-time of joy fliaH be expired never t 
Who in fcer womb the hive of comfort bears, 
Let her drinfc comfort's honey with her ears. 
You brought the word of joy in, which was born 
An hail to all ! let us an hail return 1 
From you " God fave rt into the world there came j 
Our echo hail is but an empty name. 

Gratia Plena. 

HOW loaded hives are with their honey fill'd, 
from divers lowers by chemic bees diftiU'd ! 
How full the collet with his jewel is, 
Which, that it cannot take by love, doth kifs i 
xt\ G % How 
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How full the moon is with her brother's ray, 
When (he drinks -up with thirfty orb the day f 
How full of grace the Graces* dances are! 
So full doth Mary of God's light appear* 
It is no-wonder if with Graces (he 
Be full, who was full with the Deity. 

Dominu s Tecu m. 

THE fall of mankind under death's extent 
The quire of bleffed angels did lament, 
And wiih'd a reparation to fee 
By him, who Manhood join'd with Deity, 
How grateful fhould man's fafety then appear 
T' himfelf, whjofe fafety can the angels cheer ! 

Benedicta tu in Mulieribus. 

DEATH came, and troops of fad difeafes leA- 
To th'Yarth, by woman's hand foJIcited : 
Life came fo too, and troops of Graces led. 
To th' earth, by woman's faith folicited. 
As our life's fpring.came from thy bleffed womb, 
So from our mouths fprings of thy praife (hall come i 
Who did life's blefling give, 'tis fit that flit, . 
Above all women, fhould thrice bleffed be. 

Et Benedictus fructus ventris tui- . 

WITH mouth divine the Father doth proteft, 
He a good word fent from his ftored breali ; 
'Twas Chrift : which Mary, without carnal thought. 
From the unfathom'd depth of goodnefs brought : 

The 



VERSUS ON THE BLESSED VIRGIN. t$ 
The word of blefling a juft caufe affords 
To be oft bleffed with redoubled words ! 

SPIR-fTUS SANCTU9 SOTBRVENIET IN TB. 

A S when foft weft-winds (book the garden-refe, 
"A (hower of fweeter air falutes the nofe ; 

The breath gives fparing kifles, nor with power 

Unlocks* die virgin -bofom of the flower : 
> So the Holy Spirit upon Mary blow'd, 

And from her facred box whole rivers flowM : 

Yet loos'd not thine eternal chaftity 3 

Thy rofeVfolds do ftill entangled lie. 

Believe Chrift born from an unbruifed womb, 

So from unbruifed bark the odours come. 

Et VIrtus Altissimi obumbrabit tibi. 

GOD his great Son begot ere time begun j 
Mary in time brought forth her little fon, 
Of double fubftartce One ; life he began> 
God without Mother, without Father, Man. 
Great is the birth ; and 'tis a ft ranger deed , 
That She no man, than God no wife, ftiould need ! 
A Shade delighted the child-bearing maid, 
And God himfelf became to her a Shade. 
ftrange defcent ! who is Light's author, he 
Will to his creature thus a,Shadow be. 
As unfeen Light did from the Father flow, 
fe did (eeo Light from Virgin Mary grow'.-] . . 

G 3 When 
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When Mofes fought God in a mad* to fee, 
The Father's made was Chrift the Beity. 
Let *s feek for day, we darknefs, whilft our figfcfe 
In i%fet finds darknefs* a»4 in 4»sfcaefc light.. 



Gn the Praise e* P^it**.. 

**Tp I S fee* a pyramid of marble done* 

A Though high as our ambition ; 
*Tis not a tomb cut out in braXs, which cafe 

Give life to th* a&ea of a man ; 
But verfes only * they mall frdh appear, 

Whilft there are men to read or hear. 
Wfyen urn* JhaU make the lading b*af* decay* 

And eat the pyramid away ; 
Turning that monument wherein men truft 

Their names, to what it keeps, poor duft y 
Then (hall the Epitaph remain, and be 

New-graven in eternity. 
Poets by death are conquer' d ; but the wit 

• Of poets triumphs over it. 
What cannot verfe ? When Thracian Orpheus tod 

His lyre, and gently on it ftrook, 
The learned fames came dancing all along, 

And kept time to the charming fong. 
With artificial pace the warlike pine, 

The elm, and hi* wife the ivy, twine j 

35 
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With all the better trees, which erft had flood 

Unmov'd, forfook their native wood. 
The laurel to the poet's hand did bow, 

Craving the honour of his brow ; 
And every loving arm embraced, and made 

With their officious leaves a made. 
The beaffo too ftrove his auditors to be, 

Forgetting their old tyranny. 
The fearful nart next to the lion came, 

And wolf was fhepherd to the lamb. 
Nightingales, harmlefs fyrens of the air, 

And Mufes of the place, were there ; 
Who,' whan their little windpipes they had found 

Unequal to fo ftrange a found, 
O'ercome by art and grief they did expire, 

And fell upon the conquering lyre. 
Happy, O happy they, whofe tomb might be,, 

Maufolus ! envied by thee ! 



II, 



That a pleasant Poverty is to be PRE- 
FERRED BEFORE DISCONTENTED RlCHES. 

WHY, O ! doth gaudy Tagus ravifli thee, 
Though Neptune's treafure-houfe it be ? 
Why doth Pa&olus thee bewitch, 
Infc&ed yet with Midas* glorious itch I 

* G 4, Theitf 
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Their dull and fleepy ftreams are not at all, 

Like other floods, poetical ; 

They have no dance, no wanton fport, 
No gentle murmur, the lovM more to court. 

No fifh inhabit the adulterate flood, 

Nor can it feed the neighbouring wood j 
No flower or herb is near it found, 

But a perpetual winter ftarves the ground. 

Give me a river which doth fcorn to fhow 
An added beauty ; whofe clear brow 
May be my looking -glafs, to fee 

What my facets, and what my mind. fhould-be* ! 

Hare waves call waves, and glide along in ra»k, 
And prattle to the fmiling bank ; 
Here fad king-fimers tell their tales, 

And fifh enrich the brook with filver fcales. 

. Dailies, the firft-born of the teeming fpring, 
On each fide their embroidery bring ; 
Here lilies wafh, and .grow more white, 

. And daffodils, to' fee themfelves, jdelight. 

Here a frefh arbour gives her amorous made, . 

Which Nature, the beft gardener, made. 

Here I would fit and fing rude lays, 
Such as the nymphs and me myfelf ihould pleafe* 

Thus I would 'wafte, thus end, my carelefs days 5 
And robin-red-breafts, whom -men praife 
For pious birds, mould, when I die, 

Make both my monument and elegy. 
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ode in. 

To h i s Mi s t k t s b. 

TYR I A N dye why do you wear, 
You whofe cheeks beft fcarlct arc ? 
Why do you fondly pin 
Pure linen o'er your (kin, 
( Yvur (kin that 's whiter far) 
' Cafting a tfuflcy <?k>ud before a ftar ? 

Why bears your neck a golden chain ? 

•Did Nature make your hair in vair., 
Of gold moft pure and fine f 
With gtfms why do you (hine ? 
They, neighbours to your eyes, 

Shew btftiik* Fhofpfcor when the fun doth rife* 

I would Jiave all my miftrefs* -parts, 
' Owe more to nature than to arts ; 

I would not wooe the drefs, 

Or onerwhofe nights give lefs 

Contentment than the day. 
She 's faKywhofe beauty only makes her gay* 

- For 'tis not buildings make a court, 
Or pompj but 'tis the king's refort s 

If Jupiter down pour 

Himfelf, and in a fhower 

Hide fuch bright majefty, 
JLeb tiian a goiden one it cannot be. 
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Q J> E IV* 

ON TIU IftuC^lLTAlNTY OF FQflTUN] 

A Translation. 

LB AVE of «»fit complaints* and dear 
From fighs your bpeaft, and from black 
your brow, 
When the fun mine* no* hw& hi$ wontudtfhf&r* 
And fortune throws an adver& caft for yw 1 

That fea which vext with Notus is. 
The merry Eaft-winds will to-morrow kife. 

The fun to-day rides drowfijy* 
To-morrow 'twill p»t on a look mors Sm *'. 
Laughter and growing fo ajtejpnateily 
Return, and tears 1 fpwrto «e*f»& neighbours ant* 

'Tis by the gods appointed fo, 
That good fare mould with mingled dangers flo\ 

Who drave his oxen yeftevday, 
Both now over the 510b Left Romans reign* 
And on the Gabii and the Gunes lay 
The yok* which fieoro ilia oxen he had ta'en * 

Whom Hefperus faw poor and low, 
The morning* a eye beholds him, greatest now^ 

If Fortune knit amongft her play 
But ferioufnefs, he (hall again go home 
To hi 8 old country- farm of ynfbrday, 
T^fcoffijog people jto mean jeft become 1 



UNCERTAINTY OF FORTUNE. * 

And with the crowned axe, which he 
Had rul'd the worlds go hack and prune feme treej 
Nay, if he want the fbel cold requires, 
With hie own feices he mall make him fire*. 



Ik Comm^iiiiatioji or the timi we live undek, 
the Reich of our Gracious Kug Charles. 

CUR S T be that wretch (death's faaor Aire) who 
brought 
Dire fwovds into the peaceful world, and taught 
Smiths (who before could only make 
The fpade, the plow- (hare, and the rake), 
Arts, in moft cruel wife 
Man's life t' epitomize I: 

Then men (fond- men, alas 1) ride poft to th* grave, 
And cut thofe threads which yet the Fates would fawe j 
Then Charon fweated at his trade* 
And had a larger ferry made j 
Then, then the filver hair f 
Frequent before, grew rare*. 

Then* Revenge, married to Ambition* 
Begat black War $ men Avarice crept on t 
Then limits to each field were ftrain'd, 
And Terminus a god-head gain'd* 
To men, before, was found, 
Befidea the fea».no bound* 
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In what plain, 'or what river, hath not been 
WarVftory writ in blood (fad ftory !) feen > 
This truth too well our England knows : 
'Tw^* civil flaughteHiyd her rof« 5 
Nay, then her lily too 
With blood's lofs paler grew. 

Such griefs, nay worfe than thefe, we low mould feel] 
.Did not -jaft Charles file nee the rage of fteei ; 
' He to our land bleft Peace doth bring, 
AH neighbour countries envying. 
-Happy who did remain 
Unborn till Charles's reign ! 

Where, dreaming cheiinicks 1 is your pain, and coff ? * 
How is your-oil, how is your labour loft ! ' 

Our Charles, bleft alchemift ! fithough ftrange* 
Believe it, future times !) did change' 
The iron-age of old 
- Into -an- age of gold. 

X) D E VI. 
Upon the Shortness of Mak's'Life. 

MARK that fwift arrow ! how it cuts the air, 
How-it out-runs thy following «ye I 
Ufe all perfuafions now, and -try 
•If thou canft call it back, or ftay it there. 
, That way at went 5 but. thou /halt find 

No traa is left behind. 
* 1 Fo#l 
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! 'tis thy life, and the fond archer thou. 

Of all* the time thou 'ft (hot away, 

I 'ltttfd thee fefth but yefterdajr, 
it ihall be too hard a talk to do. 

Befides repentance, what canft find 

That it hath left behind ? 
life is carried with too ftrong a tide ; 

A doubtful cloud our fubftance bears, 

And is the horfe of all our years, 
i day doth on a winged whirlwind ride. 

We and our glafe run-out, and muft 

Both render Aip our duft. 
his pad life who without grief can fee 5 

Who never thinks his end too near, 

But fays to fame, Thou art mine heir j . 
t man extends life's natural brevity — 

This is, this is the only way 

'to out-live Neftor in a day. 

Answer to -an Invitation to Cambridge* 

TIGHOLS, my better felf ! forbear 5 

■ For, if thou tell'ft what Cambridge pleafures are > 

The fchool- boys* fin will light on me, 
all, in mind at leaft, a truant be. 

Tell me not how you feed your mind 

With dainties of philofophy j 

In Ovid's nut I (hall not find 

Thetafte once pleafed me* 

#teB 
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tell me not of logick's diverfe cheer ! 

1 wall begin to loathe our cramboe here. 

Tell mt not how the waves appear 
Of Cam, or how it cuts the learned (hire 5 

I fhall contema the troubled Thames 
On her chief holiday ; ev'n when her ftreams 
Are with rich folly gilded $ when 
The quondam dung-boat is made gay, 
Juft like the bravery of the men, 
And graces with frefh paint that day j 
When th* city (nines with flags and pageants there* 
And fatin doublets, feen not twice a year. 

Why do I ftay then ? I would meet 
Thee there, bnt plummets hang upon my feet : 

.:*Tis my chief wifh to live with thee, 
But not till I deferve thy company : 

Till then, we '11 fcom to let that toy, 
Some forty miles, divide our hearts : 
Write to me, and I mail enjoy, 
Friend/hip and wit, thy better parts, 
"trough envious Fortune larger hindrance brings* 
We Ul eafily fee each others I-ove natfl wiqgs* 
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THE MOTTO. 

" Tentanda via eft, &c." 

WHAT mall I do to be for ever known*. 
And make the age to come my own ? 
I (hall, Hke beafts or common people, die, 

Unlets you write my elegy 5 
Whilft others great, by being born, are grow* $ 

Their mothers' labour, not their own. 
In this fcale gold, in th' other fame does lie, 

The weight of that mounts this fo high* 
Thefe men are Fortune's jewels, moulded bright f 

Brought forth with their own Are and light t 
If I, her vm%ar flone, for either look, ' 

Out of myfelf it imtft be ftrOok. 
Yet I muff on* What found is *t ftrike* mine ear? 

Sure I Fame's trumpet hear ; 
It (bunds like the laft trumpet j for it can 

Raife up the buried man. 
Unpaft Alps flop me; but I Ml cut through all. 

And march, the Mufes' Hannibal. . 
Hence, all the flattering vanities that lay 
* Vets of rofes in the way I 
." . J . Hi 
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Hence, the defire of honours or eftate, 

And all that is not above Fate ! 
Heoce, Love himfelf^ that. tyrant o£ my days ! 

Which intercepts ray coming praife. 
Come, my beft friends, my books ! and lead me on j. 

'Tis time that I were gone. 
Welcome, great Stagyrite ! and teach me now 

All I wae> bowi to know > 
Thy fcholar's victories thou doft far out-do ; 

He conquered th* earth, the whole world you. 
Welcomey learn'd Cicero ! Awhofc bleft tongue ancLwit^ 

Preferves Rome's greatnefe yet t 
Thou art the fkft of Orators 5 only he 

Who beft can praife thee, next muft be. 
Welcomc^the Mantuan fwan, Virgil the wife !•- 

Whofe verfe walks higheft, but not flies 5 
Who brought green Poefy to her perfeft age, , 

And made that Art which was a Rage. 
Tell me, ye mighty Three ! what (hall I do 

To-be like one of ym ? 
But you have climb'd the mountain's top, there Gtk 

On the calm flourifhing head of it, 
And,iwhilft with wearied fteps we upward go* . 

See us, and clouds,, below. 
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ODE. 
OF WIT. 

TELL me, O tell, what kind of thing is Wit, 
Thou who matter art of it i 
For the flrft matter loves variety lefs ; 
Lefs women love 't, either in love or drefs. 
A thoufand different fhapes it bears, 
Comely in thoufand (hapes appears. 
Yonder we faw it plain ; and here 'tis now, 
Like fpirits, in a place we know not how. 

London, that vents of falfe ware fo much (lore, 

In no ware deceives us more j 
For men, led by the colour and the fhape, 
Like Zeuxis* birds, fly to the painted grape. 

Some things do through our judgment paf* 

As through a multipiying-glafs j 
And fometimes, if the objeft be too far, 
We take a falling meteor for a ftar. 

Hence *tis a Wit, that greateft word of feme > 
Grows fuch a common name j 

And Wits, by our creation they become, 

Juft fo as titular bifhops made at Rome. 
'Tis not a tale, *tis not a jeft 
Admir'd with laughter at a fcaft, 

Nor florid talk, which can that title gain *. 

The proofs of Wit for tver mult remain* 
Vol. L H Tit> 
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*Tis not to force fome lifelefs verfes meet 
With their five gouty feet. 

AH, every where, like man's, muft be the foul, 

And Reafon the inferior powers control. 

Such were the numbers which could call 
The (tones into the Theban wall. 

Such miracles are ceas'd ; and now we fee 

No towns or houfes rais'd by poetry. 

Yet 'tis not to adorn and gild each part ; 
That mows more cod than art. 

Jewels at nofe and lips but ill appear ; 

Rather than all things Wit, let none be there. 
Several lights will not be feen, 
If there be nothing elfe between. 

Men doubt, becaufc they (land fo thick i' th* iky, 

If thofe be ftars which paint the Galaxy. 

*Tis not when two like words make up one poife 
( Jefts for Dutch men and Englifh boys) j 

In which who finds out Wit, the fame may fee 

In an'grams and acroftick poetry s 

Much lefs can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face ; 

Such drofs the fire muft purge away : 'tis juft 

The author blu(h there, where thfc reader muft. 

*Tis not fuch lines as a 1 mo ft crack the ftage 

When Bajazet begins to rage ; 
Nor a tall metaphor in the bombaft way $ 
Nor the dry chips of fhort-lung'd Seneca $ 
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- Nor upon all things to obtrude 
And force fome odd fimilitude. 
hat is it then, which, like the Power Divine* 
Tt only can by negatives define ? 

a a true piece of Wit all things muft be* 
Yet all things there agree ; 

As in the ark, join'd without force or ftrife, 

All creatures dwelt ; all creatures that had life ; 
Or, as the primitive forms of all 
(If we compare great things with fmall) 

Which, without difcord or confufion, lie 

In that ftrange mirror of the Deity. 

But Love, that moulds one man up out of two, 

Makes me forget, and injure you : 
I took you for myfelf, Aire, when I thought 
That yon in any thing were to be taught. 
Correct ffly error with thy pen 5 
And, if any afk me then 
What thing right Wit and height of Genius is, 
HI only fhew your lines, and fay, 'Tis this. 

TO THE LORD FALKLAND. 

For his iafe Return from the Northern Expedition 
againft the Scots. 

» 

GREAT is thy charge, O North ! be wife and juft, 
England commits her Falkland to thy tiuft ; 
**• H % Retun 
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Return him fafe ; Learning would rather choofe 

Her Bodley or her Vatican to lofe : 

All things that are but writ or printed there, 

In his unbounded breaft engraven are. 

There all the fciences together meet, 

And every art does all her kindred greet, 

Yet juftle not, nor quarrel ; but as well 

Agree as in fome common principle. 

So, in an army govern'd right, we fee 

(Though out of feveral countries rais'd it be) 

That all their order and their place maintain, 

The Englifh, Dutch, the Frenchmen, and the Dane 

So thoufand divers fpecies fill the air, 

Yet neither crowd nor mix confus'dly there 5 

Beafts, houfes, trees, and men, together lie, 

Yet enter undifturb'd into the eye. 

And this great prince of knowledge is by Fate 
Thruft into th* noife and bufinefs of a ftate. 
All virtues, and fome cuftoms of the court, 
Other men's labour, are at leaft his fport 5 
Whilft we, who can no a&ion undertake, 
Whom idlenefs itfelf might learned make ; 
Who hear of nothing, and as yet fcarce know, 
Whether the Scots in England be or no j 
Pace dully on, oft tire, and often ftay, 
Yet fee his nimble Pegafus fly away. 
'Tis Nature's fault, who did thus partial grow, 
And her eftate of wit on one beftow ; 
Whilft we, like younger brothers, get at beft , 
But a fmall ftock, and muft work but the reft. 



TO LORD FALKLAND. tdt 

fcould he anfwer *t, (hould the date think fit 
[u eft ion a monopoly of wit ? 
ch*iis the man whom we require the fame 
lent tiie North ; untouched, as is his fame. 
» too good for war, and ought to be 
ar from danger, as from fear he *s free. 
(eTnen alone (and thofe are ufeful too)' 
>fe valour is the only art they know, 
e for fad war and bloody battles born 5 
hem the ftate defend, and he adorn. 



t> N THE DEATH OF 

I R HENRY WOO T TON. 

THAT (hall we fay, fince filent now is he 
' Who when he fpoke, all things would filent be ? 
3 had fo many languages in (lore, 
t only fame (hall fpeak of him in more ; 
)m England now no more retum'd muft ice j 
s gone to heaven on his fourth embafly. 
rarth he travel'd often ; not to fay 
ad been abroad, or pafs loofe time away, 
rhatfoever land he chancM to come, 
ead the men and manners, bringing home 
ir wifdom, learning, and their piety, 
if he" went to conquer, not to fee. 
rell he understood the moft and bed 
ongues, that Babel fent into the Weil $ 

II 3 Spoke 
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§poke them fo truly, that he had (you 'd fwear) 
Not enly-liv'd, but been born every where. 
Juftly each nation's fpeech to him was known, 
Who for the world was made, not us alone j 
Nor ought the language of that man be lefs, 
Who in his breaft had all things to exprefs. 
We fay that learning *s endlefs, and blame Fate 
For not allowing life a longer date : 
He did the utmoft boimds of knowledge find, 
He found them not fo large as was his mind ; 
But, like the brave Pellaean youth, did moan 
Becaufe that art had no more worlds than one ; 
And, when he faw thafhe through all had paft, 
He dy'd, left he mould idle grow at lad. 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. JORD 
Second Mafter at Weftminfter School* 

HEnce, and make room for me, all you who 
Only to read the epitaph on this tomb ! 
Here lies the mafter of my tender years, 
The guardian of my parents' hope and fears j, 
Whofe government ne'er flood me in a tear j. 
All weeping was referv'd to fpend it here. 
Come hkher, all who his rare virtues knew, 
And mourn with me : he was your tutor too. 
Let's join our fighs, till they fly far, and mew 
His native Belgia what (he 'a now ta do* 
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The league of grief bids her with us lament ; 
5y her he was brought forth, and hither fent 
!n payment of all men we there had loft, 
find all the Engli/h blood thofe wars have cod. 
Wifely did Nature this learnM man divide j 
Bis birth was theirs, his death the mournful pride 
Of England; and, V avoid the envious ftrife 
Of other lands, all Europe had his life, 
But we in chief; our country foon was grown 
A debtor more to him, than he to 's own. 
He pluckt from youth the follies and the crimes. 
And built up men againft the future times j 
For deeds of age are in their caufes then, 
And though he taught but boys, he made the men. 
Hence "'twas, a mailer, in thofe ancient days 
When men fought knowledge firft, and by it praife* 
Was a thing full of reverence, profit, fame j 
Father itfelf was but a fecond name. 
He fcorn'd the profit ; his inftru&ions all 
Were, like the fcience, free and liberal. 
He deferv'd honours, but defpis'd them too, 
As much as thofe who have them others do. 
He knew not that which compliment they call $ 
Could flatter none, but himfelf lead of all. 
So true, fo faithful, and fo juft, as he 
Was nought on earth but his own memory j 
His memory, where all things written were, 
As Aire and fixt as in Fate's books they are.. 
Thus he in arts fo vaft a treafure gain'd, 
Whilft ftiU the ufe came in, and ftock rcmainM t 

H * And, 



104. COWLEY'S POEMS. 

And, having purchas'd all that man can know, 
He labour'd with *t to enrich others now j 
Did thus a new and harder tafk fuftain, 
Like thofe that work in mines for others' gain : 
He, though more nobly, had much more to do, 
To fearch the vein, dig, purge, and mint it too. 
Though my excufe would be, I muft confefs, 
Much better had his diligence been lefs 3 
But, if a Mtife hereafter fmile on me, 
And fay, " Be thou a poet !" men (hall fee 
That none could a more grateful fcholar have 3 
For what I ow'd his life I *11 pay his grave. 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN 

OUT Of 8COTLAN D. 

WElcome, great Sir 1 with all the joy that *s due 
To the*return of peace and you 5 
Two greateft bleffings which this age can know ! 
Tor that to Thee, for thee to Heaven we owe. 

Others by war their conquefts gain, 
"You like ta God your ends obtain 5 
Who, when rude Chaos- for his help did call, 
Spoke but the word, ami Sweetly orderM all. 

This happy concord in no blood is writ, 

None can grudge Heaven full thanks for it s 
No mothers here lament their children's fate, 
And like .the peace, but think it comes too late. 

No 
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No widows hear the jocund bells, 
And take them for their hu (bands' knells : 

No drop of -blood is fpilt, which might be faid 

To mark our joyful holiday with red. 

*Twas only Heaven- could work this wondrous thing. 

And. only work *t by fuch a king- 
Again, the northern hinds may fing and plough, 
And fear no harm but from the weather now j 
Again may tradefmcn love their pain, 
By knowing now for whom they gain; 5 
The armour now may be hungup to*4ight, 
And only in their halls the children fright. 

The gain of civil wars will not -allow 

Bay to the conqueror's brow : 
At fuch a game what fool would venture in, 
Where one muft lofe, yet neither fide can win' ? 

How juftly would our neighbours fmile 

At thefe mad quarrels of our file ; 

SwelPd with proud hopes to fnatch the whole away, 

Whilft we bett all, and yet for nothing play ! 

(1 
How was the filver Tine frighted before, 

And. durft not kifs the armed fhore I 

His waters ran more fwitly than they ufe, 

And hafted to the fea to tell the news s 

The fea itfelf, how rough foe'er, 

Could fcarce believe fuch fury here. 

: How could the Scots and we be enemies grown t 

That, and its mailer Charles, hid made us one. 

* . No 
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No blood fo loud as that of civil war : . 
It calls for dangers from afar. 

Let 's rather go and feek out them and fame ; 

Thus our fore-fathers, got,. thus left, a name : 

All their rich blood was fpent with gains, 
But that which fwells their children's veins, 

"Why fit we ftilT, our fpirits wrapt up m lead ? 

Kot like them whilft they Hv'd, but now they're dead. 

This noife at home was but Fate's policy* 

To raifc our fpirits more high t 
So a bold lion, ere he leeks his prey, 
Lafhes his fides and roars, and then away. 

How would the German Eagle fear, 

To fee a new Guftavus there ! 
How would it fhake, though as *t was wont to dc» 
For Jove of old, it now bore thunder too ! 

Sure there are actions of this height and praife 

Deftin'd to Charles's days ! 
What wilL the triumphs of his battles be, 
Whofe very peace itfelf is vi&ory ! 

When Heaven beftows the beft of kings,. 

It bids us think of mighty things : 
His valour, wifdom, offspring, fpeak no lefs ; 
And we, the prophets' fons, write not by guefs*. 



cs 
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ON THE &EATH OF . 

SIR ANTHONY VANDYKI, 

THE FAMOUS FAINTER. 

VANDYKE is a>ad 5 but what bold Mufe (hall dare 
(Though poets in that word with painters (hare) 
T* exprefs her fadnefs ? Poefy muft become 
An art like Painting here* an art that *s dumbv 
Let 's all our folemn grief in Glence keep* 
Like fome fad picture which he made to weep, 
Or thofe who law *t ; for none his works could vie^» 
Unmoved with, the fame pailions which he drew. 
His pieces fo with their live objects drive* 
That both or pictures fecm, or both, alb/re* 
Nature herfelf, amaz'd, does doubting ftand, 
Which is her own and which the painter's hand $ 
And does attempt the like with lefs fuccefs, 
When her own work in twins me would exprefs^ 
His all-refembling pencil did out-pafs 
The mimic imagery of looking-giafs. 
Nor was his life lefs perfect than has art. 
Nor was his hand lefs erring than his hearts 
There was no falfe or fading colour there, 
The figures fweet and well-proportion'd were* 
Mod other men, fet next to him in view, 
Appear' d more ihadows than the men he drew* 
Thus ftill he livM, till Heaven did for him call j 
Where reverend Luke falutes himfirft of all ; 

Where 
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Here *s to thee again ; thy fenfelefs forrows drown 
Xet the glafs walk, till all things too go round I 
Again, till thefe two Kghts be four ; 
No error here can dangerous prove : 
Thy paffion, man, deceivM thee more j 
None double fee like men in love. 



FRIENDSHIP IN ABSENCE, 

WHEN chance or cruel bufinefs parts us two 
What do our fouls, I wonder, do ? 
Whilft fleep does our dull bodies tie, 
Methinks at home they mould not ftay, 
Content with dreams, but boldly fly 
Abroad, and meet each other half the way. 

Sure they do meet, enjoy each other there, 

And mix, I know not how nor where ! 
Their friendly lights together twine, 
Though we perceive *t not to be fo ! 
Like loving ftars, which oft combine, 

Yet not therafelves their own conjunctions know. 

•Twere an ill world, I '11 fwear, for every friend, 
If diftance could their union end : 
But Love itfelf does far advance 
Above the power of time and fpace ; 
It fcorns fuch outward circumftance, 

His time *s for ever, every where his place. 



FRIENDSHIP IN ABSENCE, lit 

I *m there with thee, yet here with me thcra art, 
Lodg'd in each other's heart : 
Miracles ceafe not yet in love. 
When he his mighty power will try, 
Abfence itfelf does bounteous prove, 
And ftrangery ev'n oar prefence multiply. 

Pure is the flame of Friendfhip, and divine, 

Like that which in Heaven's fun does mine t 
He in the upper air and iky 
Poes no effe&s of heat beftowj 
But, as his beams the farther fly, 
He begets warmth, life, beauty, here below. 
Friendfhip is lefs apparent when too nigh, 
Like obje&s if they touch the eye. 
Lefs meritorious then is love 5 
""" For when we friends together fee 

So much, (b much both one do prove, 
That their love then feems but (elf-lore to be. 

Each day think on me, and each day I (hall 

For thee make hours canonical. 

By every wind that comes this way, 

Send me, at leaft, a ugh or two; 

Such and fo many I "11 repay, 
As (hall themfelves make winds to get to you. 

A thoufand pretty ways we '11 think upon, 

To mock our reparation. 

Alas ! ten thoufand will not do i 

My heart will thus no longer ftay ; 

No longer 'twill be kept from you, 

But knocks againft the bread to get away. 

3 And, 



/ 



ji* COWLEY'S POEMS. 

And, when no art affords me help or eafe, 

I feek with verfe my griefs V appeafe j 
J uft: as a bird, that flies about 
And beats itielf againft the cage, 
Finding at laft no paflage out. 

It fits and tings, and fo overcomes its rage* 



TO THE BISHOP OF LINCOLN, 

UPON HIS ENLARGEMENT OUT OF THE TOWER 

PA R D O N, my lord, that I am come fo late 
T' exprefs my joy for your return of fate I 
So, when injurious Chance did you deprive 
Of liberty, at firft I could not grieve ; 
My thoughts awhile, like you, imprifon'd lay j 
Great joys, as well as forrows, make a ftay ; 
They hinder one another in the crowd, 
And none are heard, whilft all would fpeak aloud* 
Should every man's officious gladnefs hade, 
And be afraid to mew itfelf the laft, 
The throng of gratulations now would be 
Another lofs to you of liberty. 
When of your freedom men the news did hear, 
Where it was wifiVd-for, that is every where, 
'Twas like the fpeech which from your lips does fall's, 
As foon as it was heard, it ravifiVd alt. 
So eloquent Tully did from exile come ; 
Thus long'd-for he return^ and cheriuVd Rome 5 

Whici 
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Which could no more his tongue and counfels mifs j 
Rome, ttye world's head, w#s nothing without his. 
Wrong to thofe facred a/hes I mould do, 
Should I compare any to him hut you ; 
You, to whom Art and Nature did difpenfe 
The confulfhip of wit and eloquence. ' 
Nor did your fate differ from his at all, ' * 

Becaufe the doom of exile was his fall ; 
For the whole world, without a native home, 
Is nothing hut a prifon of larger room. 
But like a melting woman fuffer'd he, 
He who before out-did humanity ; 
Nor could his fpirit constant and ftedfaft prove, . 
Whofe art 'thad been, and greateft end, to mo\t. 
You put ill-fortune in fo good a drefs, 
That it out-fhone pther men's happinefs : 
Had your pro/penty always clearly gone, 
As your high merits would have led it on, 
Yon 'ad half been lo&, and an example, then. 
Bat for the happy— jt^e 4ea/l part of men . 

Your very fufferings did fo. graceful fhew^ 

That fome ftrait envy'd your affliction too y. . 

For a clear conference and heroic mind 

In ills their jmfinefs and tjieir glory find. . 

So, though lefs worthy Qooes are drown"d in n^ght f . 

The faithful diamond keeps his native light, 

And is obliged to darknefs for a ray,. 

That woufd he more opjprefsM than helpM by day. 

Your foul then mod fhew'd her unconouerM power 

Was ftronger and more armed than the Tower. 
Vol. I. k Suxft 
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Sure unkind Fate will tempt your fpirit no more ; 
Sh* has try'd her weaknefs and your (trength befoi 
T* oppofe him ftill, who once has conquered fo, 
Were now to be your rebel, not your foe ; 
Fortune henceforth will more of providence have, 
And rather be your friend than be your Have. 



TO A LADY 

WHO MADE POSIES FOR RINGS* 

1 Little thought the time would ever be, 
Ttatf I ihould wit in dwarfifh pones fee. 
As all words in few letters live, 
Thou to few words all fenfe doft give. 
'Twas Nature taught you this rare art, 
In fuch a little much to (Jicwj 
Who* all the good me did impart 
To womankind, epitomrz'd in you. 

If, as the ancients did not doubt to ling, 
The turning years be well compared to* a ring, 
We 'U write whatever from you we "bear j 
' Tor that 's the pofy df the. year. 
This difference only will remain- 
That Time his former face does Jhew* 
Winding into himfelf again ; 
\But your unweary'd wit is always new. 
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is.faid that conjurers have an art found out 

f carry fpfrits confined hnrings about : 
The w/mder now will lefs appear, 
When we behold your magic here. 
You,' by your, rings* do prifoners. take, 
. And chain them with, your myftic fpells, 
And, the ftrong witchcraft full to make, 

ivc, the, great devil,.charm'd to thofe circles, dwells. 

hey who above do various circles find, 

y, like a ring th* Equator heaven does bind. 

When heaven lhail be adovn"d by thee 

. ( Whith then more -Heaven than 'tis <will be), . 

*Ti* thou muft write the pofy there 5 - 

For it wanteth one as yet, 

Though the fun pafs through *t twice a>year.$ 
he fun, wlio is cfteeraM the God of wit. 

appy the hands which "wear thy facrtfd rings, 

"hey* 11 teach thofe hands to write myfterious4hings» 

Let other rings, -witfvjewels bright, 

Caft arounoVtheir coftly lights 

Leathern want no nlble done, 

By nature rich and art renVd? 

Yet Jhall thy rings give place to none, 
tot only that/tyhich muft thy marriage bind* - 



1 a PROLOGUE 



iiS COWLfif'S *0£lt£Sk 

PROLOGUE TO THE GUARDIAN* 

BEFORE THft »*INCB* 

WHO fays the times do teaming difallowf' 
'Tis falfe ; 'twas never honoured fo as. now* 
When you appear, great Prince ! our night js done* 
You are our morning-ftar* and Jhall be* our. fan. 
But our fcene 's London now ; and. by the rout 
We periih, if the Round-heads be about i 
For now ho ornament the head muff: wear* 
No |>ays, no mitre, not fo much. as. hair. 
How can a play pais fafely,. when ye know 
Cheapfide-* rofa falls for making but a (how ? 
Our only hope is this, that it may be 
A play may pafs too, made extempore. 
Though other arts, poor and tfegle&ed grow*. 
They *li admit Poefy which was always fo. 
But we contemn the fury of thefe days, 
And fcorn no lefs their cenfure than their pratfe"** 
Our Mufe, Weft Prince ! does, only' oa you rely g 
Would gladly live, but not refute to -die. 
Accept our hafty zeal ! a thing that. VplayVi^ 
Ere 'tis a play, and a&ed ere 'Us. made. 
Our ignorance, but our duty too,, we raow<£ 
I would all ignorant people would do fo i . 
At other times expeft our wit or art j 
This comedy is afted by the heart. 

TH,f 
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HE play, great Sir! is done; yet needs draft 
fear, 
Tkough you brought all your father's mercies here, 
It may offend your Higbuefs $ and we "aye now 
■*i Three bourn done treafon here, for aught we know^ 
But power your grace can above Nature give, 
It can give power to make abortives lire ; 
In which, if our bold wiflies fliould be croft, 
*Tis but the life of one poor week *t has loft t 
Though it (herald fall beneath your mortal fcorn, 
Scarce could it die more quickly than 'twas born* - 

t>* TUB DEATH J>* 

MR. WILLIAM HERVEV* 

*' Immodici* brevis djt *U6,& rara fette^us*" Ma*t* 

T T was a diftnal and a fearful night, 

* Scarce could the morj\4rive on th' unwilling light, 

When deep, death's image, left my troubled hreaft, 

By fonjethiug li^r death pofleft. 
My eyes with tears did Uncommanded flow, 

And on my foul hung the dull weight 

Of (brae intolerable fate* 
What bell was that ? ah me ! too niuch I know. 

w I % My 



My fweet companion, and my gentle peer,, 

Why haft-thon left me thus unkindfy here; 

Thy end for ever, and my life, to moan ? 
6, thoir haft left me alt'alone ! 

Thy foul and body, when Death's agony 
Befieg*d around* thy noble heart, 
Did no.t with more reluctance part, 

Than* I, my deareftfriend ! do part from thee.-. 

My deareft friend, would J hacLdy'd for thee V 
Life and this world henceforth, will tedious be* 
Nor (hall I know hereafter what to^do, 

If once my griefs prove tedious too. 
Silent and fadl walk about all day, 

As Allien ghofts ftalk' fpeechlefs by 

Where their hid treafures lie ; 
Alas ! ' my treafure 's gone! why do I ftay ? 

He was my friend, the. trueft friend on earth j ; 
A ftrong and mighty influence join'd our birth } 
•Norttid we envy -the moft founding name* 
By friendfhip given of old to fame. 
None but his brethren he and fitters knew, 
«. Whom the* kind youth -preferrM to me | . 

And ev*n in that we did agree, 
For much above myfelf I lov^d them too. 

Say, for you-fawut, ye immortal -lights, 
How oft unweary'd have we fpent the nights^ 
Till the Ledsean ftars, fo fam*d for love,. 
Wender'd at us from abovej 
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• r - 

We (pent them not in toys, in lufts, or wine \ 

But fearch of deep Philofophy, 

Wit, Eloquence, and Poetry, 
Arts which I lov'd, for they, my friend, were thine. 

Ye fields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, fay 

Have ye not feen us walking every day ? 

Was there a tree about which did not know 
*£be love betwixt us two ? 

Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade j 
Or your fad branches thicker join, 
And into darkfome ftiades combine, 

Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid ! 

Hencefortji, no learned youths beneath you . fing, 
Till all the tuneful birds. to' your boughs they bring 5 
No tuneful birds play with their wonted chear, 

And call the learned? youths to hear ; 
No whittling winds through the glad branches fly i. 

But all, with fad folemnity, 

Mute and unmoved be, 
Mute as* the grave wherein my friend does lie. 

To him my Mufe made hade with- every ftraia,, 
Whilft it was new and warm yet from the brain s 
He lov'd my worthlefs rhymes,, a\id, like afriend, 

Would find out (bmething to commend. 
Hence. now, my Mufe ! thou canft not me delights 

'Be this my lateft verfe, 

With which I now adorn his hearfe 5 
And this, my grief, without thy help, mall, write:. 
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Had I a wreath of bays about my brow, 

I fhould contemn that flourifhing honour now^. 

Condemn it to the lire, and joy to hear 
It rage and crackle there. 

Inftead oFbaysj- crown with fad cypreft me 5 
Cyprefs, which tombs doe's beadtifjr : 
NotWicebus griev'dy&'much as I* 

For him who firft was made that mourrffbl ttfceV 

Large was his foul j as large a foul as ere 

Submitted to inform a body here j 

High as the place 'twas (hortly* in heaven to hate* 

But low and humble as his grave : 
So high, that all the Virtues there did eotae^ 

As to tbeirchiefeft feat 

Cotfff&eitou* and great { 
$0 low, that tfotf me too it made* room. 

He fcorn'd this bufy world below, and art ' 
That we, miftaken mortals I pleafure call j 
Was rlird with innocent gallantry and truth, 

Triumphant o'er the fins of youth. 
He, like the (tars, to which ne how is gone* 

That fcihe with beams like flame, 

-Yet burn nat with ttoe fame, 
Had all the Hght of youth, of the fire nbte. 

Knowledge lie only fought, and fo foon caught* 
As if for him Knowledge had rather fought ; 
Nor did more Learning ever crowded lit 
f In fuch a frort mortality. 

3 Wl 
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Whene'er the fkilful youth difcotirs'd or writ* 

Still dii the notions throng 

About his eloquent tongue, 
Nor could his ink flow fafter than his wit. 

So ftrong a wit did Nature to him frame, 

As all things but his judgment overcame.} 

His judgment like the heavenly moon did (how* .- 

Tempering that mighty fea below. 
Oh ! had he liv'd in Learning's world, what bound 

Would have been able toxontrol 

His over-powering foul t 
We 'ave loft in him arts that net yet are found* 

•His mirth was the pure fpirits of various wit, 

Yet never did his God or friends forget * 

And* when deep talk and wifdom came in view^ 

Retir'd, and gave to them their due : 
For the rich help of books he always took, 

Though his own feaVchfog mind btfbrd 

Was fo with notions written o'er 
As if wife Nature had made that her book* 

$o many virtues joined in him, as we 

Can fcarce pick here and there in hiftory^ 

Mere than old writers* practice ere could Jeach^ 

As much as they could ever teach. 
Thefe did Religion, Queen of virtues ! fwayj - 

And all their facred motions fteer, 

Juft like the firft and higheft inhere, 
Which wheels about, and turns all heaven rae way.. 

With 
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With as, much, zeal, devotion, piety, , 

He always liv'd, as other faints do die* 
Still with his foul fevere account he kept, 

Weeping all debts out ere. he flept : 
Then down in peace and innocence he lay,. 

Like the fan's laborious light, 

Which ftill in water fets at night, 
UnfullfecT with his journey of the day; 

Wpndrous,young man ! why wert thou made fo good, 
To be fnatch'd hence ere better underftood f 
Snatch'd before half of thee enough was feen ! 

Thou- ripe, and. yet thy life but green J - 
Nor could thy friends take their laft fad farewell $ 

But danger and infectious death 

Malicioufly fciz'd on that breath 

When life, fpirit, pleafure, always ua'd to dwell. 

» ■ 

But happy thou, ta*en from this frantic age, 
Where ignorance and hypocrify does rage I 
A fitter time for heaven no foul ere chofe, 

The place now only free from thofe^ 
There 'mong the bleft thou doft for ever mine, 

And, wherefoe'er thou cafts thy view* 

Upon that white and radiant crew, 
See'frnot a foul" doathM with, more light than thine* 

And, if the glorious faints ceafe. not to know. 
Their wretched friends who fight with life below, 
Thy flame to me does ftill the fame abide* 

m . Only more pure and rarefy 'd* 
..*• TheMj 
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TKere, whilft immortal hymns thou doft rehearfe^ 

Thou dpft with holy pity fee 

Oar dull and earthly poefy, 
Where grief and j&ifery. caa be, joined with, verfe. 

O- D> El 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE'S CDS*. 

" Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa 

" Perfufus/' &c. KB. I. Od. $.- 

TGfwfiom now, Pyrrha, art thou kind ? 
To what heart-raviAVd lover 
Doft thou thy golden locks unbind, 
Thy hidden fweets difcover*. 
And with large bounty open fet 
. ' All the bright ftoves of thy rich cabinet ? - 

Ah, fimple youth ! how oft will he 

Of thy changed, faith. complain! t 

And his own fortunes find to be 

So airy and fo vain, . ;" 

Of fo eameleon-ltke an hue* i- 

That ftill their colour changes with it too? . 

How oft, alas I will he admire 

.The blacknefs otthe. ikies, f 
Trembling to hear the wands found higher - 

And fee the billows rife ! 

Poor unexperienced he, 
Who ne'er,, alas t before ha4 been at iea 1. 
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H«* tft^ys Ay calmy iim-'ihinc now> 
And no breath fttrring hears $ . 

In the clear heaven of thy brow 

Na froalleft cloud appears. - 
He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 

And trails the faithleft April of thy May-. 

* Unhappy, thrice unhappy, lie, 

T* whom thou untry'd doft fliine 1 

But there *s no danger now for me, 
Since o'er Loretto's ihrine, 
In witnefs of the ihipwreck paft* 

My confecrated irefTel hangs at laft. 

MARTIAL'6 EPIGRAM. 

*« Si tecum milu, chart Martiafo," &c. £.5. £p. *i 

IF, deareft friend, it my good fate injgfet be 
T* enjoy at ante airtuet life and thee-j 
If we for feappiiiets cooid kifture £it& 
And wandering time into a method bind ; 
We ihould not Aire the great-men's favour need* 
Nor on long hopes, the court's thin diet, 'feed j 
We ihtfuld hot patience find daily to hear 
The calumnies and flatteries fpoken there ; 
We (hpuld not the lords* tables humbly life, 
.Ox talk ialaafci' chanlbm lore and newt's 
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x>ks, and wife difcourfe, gardens and fields* 
ill the joys that unmixt Nature yields ;. 
fummer (hades, where winter (till does lie* 
: winter fires, that fummer*s part fupply j 
not contrord by cares, confin'd to night* 
and in any rule but appetite j 
but not *fasrage or ungracious mirth* 
vines, to- give it quick and tnhr birth ; 
r companions, which ourfelves mould chu(e> 
ltle miftrefs, and a gentler. Mufe. 
deareft friend I filch, without doubt, ihould be) 
lace, our. buiinefs, and our company. 
to himfelf, alas ! does neither live,. 
jcs good funs, of which we are to give 
£fc account, fet and march thick away : 
its a man. how to live, aad does he ftay r 

THE CHRONICLE.. 

A Bu;ad. 

it ARGARITA firft jpafleft, 
fX If I remember well, my brea^, 

Margarita firft of all ; 
it when awhile the wanton matti? 
1th my reftfefs heart had play'd,' 
Martha todk the lying ball* 

irtha foon did it refign 

^tfcejMaute«u*&tiuriii€» 

Beauteous 
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Beauteous Catharine gave place 
(Though loth and "angry (he to part 
With the pdflfeflion of my heart) 

To Eliza^s conquering face. 

Eliza till this hour might reign, 

Had ihe not evil counfels ta'en* 
Fundamental laws (he broke, 
And* fall new favourites ihe cbofe, 
Till up in arms my paflions rofc, 
e And caft away her yoke. 

Mary then, and gentle Anne, 

Both 'to reign at once began .5 
Alternately they fway'd 5 
And fometimes Mary was the fair, 
And fometimes Anne the crown did wear* 
And fometimes both I' obey'd. 

.Another Mary then arofe, 

And did rigorous laws impofej 

A mighty tyrant flie I 
Xong, alas 1 mould I have been 
4Jndcr that iron-fcepter'd queen, 

Htfd not Rebecca fet me free. 

*When fair Rebecca fet me free, 

*Twas then a golden time with me: 
But foon . thofe, pleafures £ed $ 
*For the gracious princefs dy'd, 
tin her youth and beauty's pride, ■ 

And •]«&& Mjgned in her ftead* 
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-One month, 'three days, and half an hour., 
v Judith held the fovereign power j 
Wondrous beautiful her face ! 
But fo weak and fmall her wit, 
That flie to govern was unfit, 

And fo Sufanna took her .place* 

But when Ifabelk camo, 

Arm'd with a refiifclcfs flame, 

And th* artillery of her eye $ 
Whilft me proudly inarch'd about, 
Greater eonquefts to find out, 

She beat out Sufan by the bye. 

But in her place I, then <obey'd 

Black-fcy'd Befs, her viceroy-maid 3 

To whom enfued a vacancy : 
Thoufand worfe pafllons then poffeft 
The interregnum of my breaft j i 

Blefs me from fuch an anarchy ! 

^Gentle Henrietta then, , r 

And a third Mary, next began $ 
Then Joan, and Jane, and Audgft^ 

•And then a pretty Thomafine, 

And then another Katharine, 

And then a4ong et cater*. 

•But mould Tnow'to you crefote, 

The ftrength and riches of their Rate 3 
The powder, patches, and the pins, 
, Tfce ribbo»s,.jewcU, and the rings, 

Tb« 
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The lace, the paint, and warlike things, 

That make up all their magazines ^ 

If I would tell the politic arts 

To take and keep men's hearts ; 
The letters, embaflies, and fpies. 

The frown's, and fmiles, and flatteries, 

The quarrels, tears, and perjuries 

(Nuwbetle&, namekft, myfterie* \y 

And all the little lime-twig* laid, 

By Machiavel the waiting-maid ; 
I more voluminous would gvow, 

(Chiefly if I like thqm ihould te\} . 

All change p/ >9^at^er$ that befell) 
Than4fafo$e4 or £iQw* 

But I will briefer with them be, 

Sinsefewof them were Jogg vid^me*. 

An higher and a nobler (train 
My prefent Eraperefs does claim, 
HeleonorsVfbft o* th* name j 

; ^Wtom<Sod grant lon^ to^reigaii 






I "*. 1- 

TO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT, 

Upon his two firft Books of Gondibert, 

Finifhed before his Voyaje to America. 

METHINKS heroic poefy till now, 
Like forac fantaitic fairy-land did (how ; 
Gods, devils, nymphs, witches, and giants* race, 
And all but man, in man's chief work had place. 
Thou, like fome worthy knight with facred arms, 
Doft drive the monfters thence, and end the charms : 
Inftead of thofe doft men and manners plant, 
The things which that rich foil did chiefly want. 
Yet ev*n thy Mortals do their Gods excel, 
Taught by thy Mufe to fight and love fo well. 

By fatal hands whilft prefent empires fall, 
Thine from the grave paft monarchies recall j 
So much more thanks from human -kind does merit 
The Poet's fury than the Zealot's fpirit 2 
And from the grave thou mak'ft this empire rife, 
Not like (brae dreadful ghoft, V affright our eyes. 
But with more luftre and triumphant ftatc, 
Than when it crown'd at proud Verona fate. 
So will our God rebuild man*s periuVd frame, 
And raife him up much better, yet the lame : 
So God-like poets do paft things rehearfe, 
Not change, but heighten, Nature by their verie. 

With (hame, methinks, great Italy muft fee 
ler conquerors raised to life again by thee ; 

Vol, h K RahVd 
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Rais'd by fuch powerful verfc, that ancient Rome 
May blufli no lefs to fee her wit overcome. 
Some men their fancies, like their faith, derive, 
And think all ill but that which Rome does give; 
The marks of Old and C&tholick would find 5 
To the fame chair would truth and fiction bind. 
Thou in thofe beaten paths difdain'ft to tread, 
And fcorn'ft to live by robbing of the dead. 
Since time does all things change, thou think'ft not £ 
This latter age fhould fee all new but wit ; 
Thy fancy, like a flame, its way does make, 
And leave bright tracks for following pens to take* 
Sure 'twas this noble boldnefs of the Mufe 
Did thy defire to feek new worlds infufe j 
And ne'er did Heaven fo much a voyage blels, 
If thou canft plant but there with like fuccefs* 

AN AN SWER TO 

A COPY OF VERSES 

SENT ME TO JERSEY. 

AS to a northern people (whom the fun 
Ufes juft as the Romifh church has done 
Her prophane laity, and does affign, 
Bread only both to ferve for bread and wine) 
A rich Canary fleet welcome arrives j 
Such comfort to us here your letter gives, 
Fraught with briflc racy verfes j in which we 
The foil from whence they came tafte, fmell, and fe 

& 
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Such is your prefent to us ; for you njuft know, 
Sir, that verfe does not in this iuand grow* 
No more than fack * one lately did not fear 
(Without the ^ufes' leave) to plant it here ; 
But it produced fuch ba/e, rough, crabbed, hedge- 
rhymes, as ev'n fet the hearers s ears on edge : 

Written by — Efquire, the 

Fear of our Lord fix hundred thirty-three. 

have Jerfey Mufe ! and he 's for this high ftyle 

?all'd to this day the Homer of the Me. 

Mas ! to men here no words lefs hard be 

"o rhyme with, than * Mount Orgueil is to me j 

fount Orgueil ! which, in fcorn o* th' Mufes' law, 

Pith no yoke-fellow word will deign to draw. 

tubborn Mount Orgueil ! 'tis a work to make it 

orae into rhyme, more hard than 'twere to take it. 

Jas ! to bring your tropes and figures here, 

trangc as to bring camels and elephants were j 

ind metaphor is fo unknown a thing, 

r would need the preface of " God fave the King." 

et this I'll fay, for th' honour of the place, 

'hat, by God's extraordinary grace 

Which fliows the people have judgment, if not wit) 

"he land is undenTd with Clinches yet* 

/hich, in my poor opinion, I confefs, 

; a naoft lingular blefling, and no lefs 

han Ireland's wanting fpiders. And, fo far 

rom th' actual (in of borabaft too they are, 

* Jhe name of out of the cables in Jerfey* 

K % (That 
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(That other crying fin o' th* Englilh Mufe) 

That even Satan hirafelf can accufe 

None here (no not fo much as the divines) 

Foi th* motus prima primi to ftrong lines. 

Well, (ince the foil then does not naturally bear 

Verfe, who (a devil) fliould import it here f 

For that to me would feem as ftrange a thing 

As who did firft wild beafts into' iflands bring % 

Unlefs you think that it might taken be 

As Green did Gondibert, in a prize at fea : 

But that *s a fortune falls not every day g 

*Tis true Green was made by it ; for they fay 

The parliament did a noble bounty do, [to 

And gave him the whole prize, their tenths and fiftee 



THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE 

THAT THERE IS NO KNOWLEDGE. 

Againft the Dogmatics. 

TH E facred tree 'midft the fair orchard grew $ 
The Phoenix truth did on it reft, 
And built his perfum'd neft ; 
That right Porphyrian tree which did true Logick fbei 
Each leaf did learned notions give, 
And th' apples were demonftrative $ 
So clear their colour and divine, 
The very (hade they caft did either lights out-mine. 

m Tal 
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w Tafte not," &id God j " 'tis mine and angels' meat ; 

" A certain death doth fit, 
u Like an ill worm, i* th r core of it. 
u Ye cannot know and live, nor live or know and eat." 

Thus fpoke God, yet man did go 

Ignorantly on to know 5 

Grew fo more blind, and (he 
Who tempted him to this, grew yet more blind than he. 

The only fcience man by this did get, 

Was but to know he nothing knew : 

He ftrait his nakednefs did view, 
Hit ignorant poor eftate, and was aiham'd of it. 

Yet fearches probabilities, 

And rhetorick, and fallacies, 

And feeks by ufelefs pride, 
With flight and withering leaves tha,t nakednefs to hide. 

" Henceforth," faid God, " the wretched fons of earth 

" Shall fweat for food in vain, 

" That will not long fuftain 5 
"And bring with labour forth each fond abortive birth. 

" That ferpent too, their pride, 

* ( Which aims at things deny'd 5 

" That learn'd and eloquent luff 5 
" Inftead of mounting high, (hall creep upon the duuV* 
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REASON. 

THE USE OF IT IN DIVINE MATTERS. 

SOME blind themfelves, 'caufe poffibly they may 
Be led by others a right way j 
They build on fands, which if unmov'd they find, 

'Tis but becaufe there was no wind. 
Lefs hard 'tis, not to err ourfelves, than know 

If our forefathers err'd or no. 
When we truft. men concerning God, we then 
Truft not God concerning men. 

Vifions and infpirations fome expecV ■ t 

Their courfe here to direct ; 
Like fenfelefs chemifts their own wealth deftroy, 

Imaginary gold f enjoy : 
So ftars appear to drop to us from fky, 

And gild the paflage as they fly j 
But when they fall, and meet th' oppofing gronnd,, 

What but a fordid fiime is found f 

Sometimes their fancies they 'bove reafon &t y , 

And fad, that they may dream of meat $ 
Sometimes ill fpirits their fickly fouls delude, 

And baftard forms obtrude s 
So Ehdor's wretched forcerefs, although 

She Saul through his difguife did know, 
Yet, when the devil comes up difguis'd, (he cries, 

- « fithold ! the Gods arife, n 

1 
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In vain, alas ! thefe outward hopes are try'd ; 

Reafon within 's our only guide ; 
Reafon, which (God be prais'd !) ftill walks, for all 

Its old original fall : 
And, fince itfelf the boundlefs Godhead joiVd 

With a reafonable mind, 
It plainly (hows that myfterks divine 

May with our reafon join. 

The holy book, like the eighth fphere, docs fhine 

With thoufand lights of truth divine : 
So numberlefs the ftars, that to the eye, 

It makes but all one galaxy. 
Yet Reafon muft aflift too } for, in feas 

So vaft and dangerous as thefe; 
Our courfe by ftars above we cannot know, ' 

Without the compafs too below. 

Though Reafon cannot through Faith's myfteries fee, 

It fees that there and fuch they be ; 
Leads to heaven's door, and there does humbly keep, 

And there through chinks and key-holes peep : 
Though it, like Mofes, by a fad command, 

Mutt not come into th* Holy Land, 
Yet thither it infallibly does guide, 

And from afar 'tit all defcry'd. 



K* ON 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF MR. CRASHAW. 

POET and Saint ! to thee alone are given 
The two moft facred names of Earth and Heaven $ 
The hard and rareft union which can be, 
Next that of godhead with humanity. 
Long did the Mufes' baniflTd (laves abide, 
And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 
Like Mofes thou (though fpells and charms withftand) 
Haft brought them nobly home back to their holy land. 

Ah wretched we, poets of earth ! but thou 
Wert living the fame poet which thou *rt now $ 
JVhilft angels fing to thee their airs divine, 
And joy in an applaufe fo great as thine. 
Equal fociety with them to hold, 
Thou need'ft not make new fongs, but fay the old j * 
And they (kind fpirits I) (hall all rejoice, to fee 
How little lefs than they exalted man may be. 
Still the old Heathen Gods in Numbers dwell $ 
The heaven li eft thing on earth ftill keeps up hell ! 
Nor have we yet quite purgM the Chriftian land $ 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel, ftand. 
And, though Pan's death long fince all oracles broke, 
Yet dill ia rhyme the fiend Apollo fpoke : 
Nay, with the word of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men !) the monfter W«man deify $ 

Find 
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Find ftars, and tie our fates there in a face, 
And paradife in them, by whom we loft it, place* 
What different faults corrupt our Mufes thus ? 
Wanton as girls, as old wives fabulous 1 

Thy fpotlefs Mufe, like Mary, did contain 
The boundlefs Godhead 5 (he did well difdain 
That her eternal verfe employ 'd (hould be 
On a lefs fubjeft than eternity j 
And for a facred miftrefs fcorn'd to take, 
But her whom God himfelf fcorn'd not his fpoufe to 

make. 
It (in a kind) her miracle did do ; 
A fruitful mother was, and virgin too. 

* How well (bleft fwan 1 ) did Fate contrive thy death* 
And made thee render up thy tuneful breath 

In thy great miftrefs' arms, thou moft divine 
And richeft offering of Loretto's fhrine ! 
Where, like fome holy facrificc V expire, 
A fever burns thee, and Love lights the fire* 
Angels (they fay) brought the fam'd chapel there, 
And bore the facred load in triumph through the airt 
Tis furer much they brought thee there ; and they, 
And thou^ their charge, went finging all the way. 

Pardon, my mother-church 1 if I confent 
That angels led him when from thee he went $ 
For ev'n in error fure no danger is, 
When joinM with fo much piety as his, 

* Mr. Crafhaw died of a fever at Loretto, being 
newly chofen canon of that church. 

Ah, 
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Ah, mighty God I with fhame I fpeak *t, and grid 
Ah, that our greateft faults were in belief 1 
And our weak reafan were ev'n weaker yet, 

' Rather than thus our wills too ftrong for it ! 
His faith, perhaps, in fome nice tenets might 
Be wrong $ his life, I *m fure, was in the right j 
And I myfelf a Catholick will be, 
So far at leaft, great Saint '. to pray to thee* 
Hail, bard triumphant ! and fome care beftow 
rOa us, the poets militant below ! : 
Oppos'd by our old enemy, adverfe Chance, 
Attack'd by Envy ami by Ignorance ; 
Enchain'd by Beauty, tortur'd by Defires, 

, Exposed by Tyrant-kove to favage beafts and fire* 
Thou from low earth in nobler flames didft rife, 
And, like Elijah, mount alive the ikies, 
Elifha-like (but with a wifh much lefs, 
More fit thy grcataefs and my littlenefs) 
Lo ! here I beg (I, whom thou once didft provt 
So humble to eileem, fo good to love) 
Not that thy fpirit might on me doubled be, 
I afk but half thy mighty fpirit for me t 
And, when my Mufe foars with fo ftrong a wing, 
'Twill learn -of things divine, and firft of thee, to 13 
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ANACREONTI QJJ E S : 

O R, 

S O M E r C? O P I E S OF VERSE'S; 

TRANSLATED? PARAPHRASTIC ALLY OUT OF 
ANACREON, 



I. 

L O V E. 

I* L L fmg of heroes and of kings. ' 
In mighty numbers, mighty. thipgs, 
Begin, my Mufe ! but lo I the; ftrings 
To my great fong rebellious prove ; 
The ftrings will found of nought but love, 
I broke them all, and put on new j 
*Tis this or nothing fure will do. 
Thefe fure (faid I) will me obey j , 
Thefe, fure, heroick notes will play. 
Strait I began with thundering Jove, 
And all th' immortal powers ; but Love, 
Love fmil'd, and from my* enfeebled lyre 
Came gentle airs, fuch as infpire 
Melting love and foft defire. 
Farewell then, heroes 1 farewell, kings ! 
And mighty numbers, mighty things ! 
Love tunes my heart juft to my ftrings. 

DRINK 



? 
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II. 
DRINKING. 

THE thirfty earth fbaks up the rain* 
And drinks, and gapes for drink again* 
The plants fuck-in the earth, and are 
With conftant drinking frefh and fair 5 
The fea itfelf (which one would think 
Should have but little need of drink) 
Drinks ten thoufand rivers up, 
So fill'd that they overflow the cup. 
The bufy fun (and one would guefs 
By 's drunken fiery face no lefs) 
Drinks up the fea, and, when he 'as done, 
The moon and ftars drink up the fun : 
They drink and dance by their own light 5 
They drink and revel all the night. 
Nothing in nature *s fober found, 
But an eternal health goes round. 
Fill up the bowl then, fill it high, 
' Fill all the glafles there ; for why 
Should every creature drink but I ; 
Why, man of morals, tell me why ? 



III. BEAU 
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III. 
BEAUTY. 

T IBERAL Nature did difpenfe 

«" To all thirigs arms for their defence | 

And fome (he 'arms with finewy force, 

And fome with fwiftnefs in the courfe j 

Some with hard hoofs or forked claws, 

And fome with horns or tulked jaws : 

And fome with fcales, and fome with wings, 

And fome with teeth, and fome with ftings. 

Wifdom to man (he did afford* ' 

Wifdom for fliield, and wit foreword. 

What to beauteous; womankind, ' 

What arms, what armour, has fhe* aJBgn'd t 

Beauty is both ; for with the fair 

What arms, what armour, can compare ? 

What fteel, what gold, or diamond, 

More impartible is found'? 

And yet what flame, what lightning, e'er 

So great an a&ive force did bear ? 

They are all weapon', and they dart 

Like porcupines from every part. 

W he* can, alas ! their ftrcngth exprefs, 

Arm'd, when they themfelves undrefs, 

Cap-a-pe with nakednefs ? 



i 
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IV. 
THE DUEL. 

YE S, I will love then, I will love 5 
I will not now Lore's rebel prove* 
Though I was once his enemy ; 
Though ill-advis*d and fkubborn I, 
Did to the combat him defy. 
An helmet, fpear, and mighty fhield, 
Like fomenew Ajax, I did wield. 
Love in one hand his bow did take, 
In th' other hand a dart did {hake $ 
But yet in vain the dart did throw, 
In vain he often drew the bow j , 
So well my armour did refill, 
So oft by flight the blow I roift s 
But, when I thought all danger paft, 
His quiver empty M quite at laft, 
Inftead of arrow or of dart 
He (hot himfelf into my heart. 
The living and the killing arrow 
Kan through the fkin, the flew, the blood, 
f And broke the bones, and fcorch'd the marrow, 
No trench or work of life withstood. 
£n vain I now the walls maintain ; 
I fet out guards and fcouts in vain 3 
Since th' enemy does within remain. 

In 
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1 vain a breaft-plate now I wear, 
ince in my breaft the foe I bear ; 
a vain my feet their fwiftnefs try ; 
or from the body can they fly ? 

V. 

A G E. 

OF T am I by the women told, 
Poor Anacreon ! thori grow'ft did { 
Look how thy hairs are falling all ; 
> oor Anacreon, how they fall ! 
Whether I grow old or no, 
By th* efFe&s I do not know 5 
This I know, without being tolo^ 
*Tis time to live, if I grow old 5 
'Tis time fliort pleafures now to take, 
Of little life the bed: to make, 
And manage wifely the laft flake. 



! 



VI. 
THE ACCOUNT. 

WH E N all the ftars are by thee told 
(The endlefs Aims of heavenly gold) 3 
Or when the hairs are reckoned all, 
From iickly autumn's head that fall 5 
Or when the drops that make the feaj 
atfhilft all her faads thy counters be j . * 

7 TlKW 
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*** Wn ^d thou alone, -»*l- 
Ttwuthen, »» loV e. 

T V wtthmeucian ot j fcoie# 

Atc r^tTdoe.^ beattue$ 

VrritetbenatCta (ietmefte) 

-Write me at ^*° an dhalfa° ne - 

^/^oTe^Ut-P^ 
A» d » n . e *,-. n regiment} 

A nd next *e ffeftiv ely. < -A 

«ive hundred botn e ^ Crew.f ^ 

?£ee hundred ^W ttre , comp lete ,- J 

Tbree^f^Uch f«e doe. bear, «, 

f orarm»atCrett Aere . > 

. %»d every eye » * doft tnou make i 

^r;o ft 'S-> af re- 

Seem* ** to J^ fan d 9 are to come, 

^TlEie. could not boaft 
The mighty %«*« . bU hoft. 
Such different ^o« tHoube . ft ^ary, 

On i for'»y^^ tterfecr etary. 
M „fttodfomeW« oW 

^"^S^oves^V^ 
tfor yet my » J Awb ian j 

*« lnd ^*C£^ Aftitani 

>tor Cypna»w ,s ' 



THB ACCOUNT, 
ythian nor Italian flames 5 

whole map behind of names 
tie iVbi' th' temperate zone, 
>ld o^fti the frigid one, 
-ozei^^Es, with which I pine, 
irch^Bmr beneath the Line. 
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VII. 
Q O L D. 



n to love it is, 
pain that pain to mifs ; 
all^Hs, the greatcft pain 
lo^^pit lovejn vain. 
>r noble blood, 
ve is underftood j 
es paflion move, 
izes love 5 
ter, ancl on the man 
.flick firft began ! 
him who found the ore ! 
t on him who diggM the ftore t : 
: on him who did refine it ! 
: on him who firft' did coin it!' 
r, all curfes elfe above, 
who usM it firft in love I 
egets in brethren hate ; 
families debate 3 
I. h. 



Gold' 
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Gold does friendfhips feparate ; 
Gold docs civil wars create. 
Thefe the fraalleft harms of it ! 
Gold, alas 1 does love beget. 

VI1L 
THE EPICURE, 

FILL the bowl with rofy wine ! 
Around our temples rofes twine ! 
And let us chearfully awhile, 
Like the wine and rofes, fmile. 
Crown'd with rofes, we contemn 
Gyges* wealthy diadem. 
To-day is ours 3 what do we fear? 
To-day is ours ; we have it here : 
Let *s treat it kindly, that it may 
Wifli, at leaft, with us to ftay. 
Let *s banifh bufmefs, banifli forrowj 
To the Gods belongs to-morrow, 

IX. 



A N O T H # E R. 



UNderneath this myrtle &ade, 
On flowery beds fupinely laid, 
With odorous oils my head o'er-flowing, 
And around it rofes growing, 



ould I do btrt drink away 
t and troubles of the day ? 
sore than kingly ftate 
ifelf &aH oa me lmt/ 
ie, Love, nay fill it up ; 
igled caft into the cuj> 
I mirth, and noble, fires,* 
; health and gay dejires* 
el of life no Jefs will flay 
oth than rugged way ; 
equally doth flee, ■ 
aotion pleafant be, 
we precious ointments mower ,? 
ines why dp we pour ? 
s flowers why do we fpread, 
i monuments of the dead ? 
they but duft ca.n fhow* 
that haften to be fo. 
ie with rofes whilft I live, 
r wines and ointments give j 
.th I nothing crave, 
ive my pleafures have, 
toic« in the grave. 



\ 
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X. 
THE GRASSHOPPER 

HAPPY infe& ! what can be 
In happinefs compared to thee ? 
Fed with nourishment divine, 
The dewy morning* s gentle wine ! 
Nature waits upon thee ftill, 
And thy verdant cup does fill ; 
'Tis fiU'd wherever thou doft tread; 
Nature's felf *s thy Ganymede. 
Thou doft drink, and dance, and' iihg ; ; 
Happier than the happieft Icing ! 
All the f.elds which thou doft fee, 
AH the plants, belong to thee j 
All that fummer-hours produce, 
Fertile made with early juice. 
Man for thee does fow and plow j 
Farmer he, and landlord thou ! 
Thou doft innocently joy 5 
Nor does thy luxury deftroy j 
The ihepherd gladly heareth thee>. 
More harmonious than he. 
Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear,. 
Prophet of the ripen'd year I 
Thee Phoebus loves, and does infpire j 
Phcebus is himfelf thy fire. 



TH'E GRASSHOPPER. ife 
To thee, of all things upon- earth, 
Life is no longer than thy mirth. 
Happy infcft, happy thou ! 
Doft neither age nor winter know; 
But, when thou "ft drunk, and danc'd, and fuagj 
Thy fill, the flowery leaves among 
(Voluptuous, and wife withal, 
fyicurean animal !) 
Sated with thy rummer feaft, 
Thou retir'ft to endlefs reft. 



X*. 
THE SWALLOW. 

FOOLISH prater, what doft thou 
So early at my window do, 
With thy tunelefs ferenade ? 
Well 't had been had Tereus made 
Thee as dumb as Philomel ; 
There his knife had done but well. 
In thy undifcover'd neft 
Thou doft all the winter reft, 
And dreamed o*er thy rummer joys, 
Free from the ftormy feafons' noife ; 
Free from th' ill thou 'ft done to me j 
Who difturbs or fee ks -out thee ? 
Hadft thou all the charming notes 
Of the wood's ptetic throats, 

L 3 , All 
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All thy art could never pay 
What thou 'ft ta'en from me away. 
Cruel bird ! thou 'ft ta'en away 
A dream out of my arms to-day ; 
A dream, that ne'er muft equal'd be 
By all that waking eyes may fee. 
Thou, this damage to repair, 
Nothing half fo fweet or fair, 
Nothing half fo good, canft bring. 
Though men fay thou bring'ft the fpring. 



ELEGY UPONANACREO 
WHO WAS CHOAKED BY A GRAPE-STONE 

Spoken by the God of Love, 

HOW (hall I lament thine end, 
My beft fervant, and my friend r 
Nay, and, if from a Deity 
So much deified as I, 
It found not too profane and odd, 
Oh, my mafter and my god ! 
For 'tis true, moft mighty poet ! 
(Though I like not men mould know it} 
I am in naked nature left, 
Xefs by much, than in thy draft* 
All thy verfe is fofter far 
Than the downy feathers arc 
3 
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Of my wings, or of my arrows, 
Of my mother's doVes or fparrows. 
Sweet as lovers* frefheft kifTes, 
Or their riper following bliffes, 
Graceful, cleanly, fmooth, and round, 
All with Venus' girdle bound 5 
And thy life was all the while 
Kind and gentle as thy ftyle. 
The fmooth-pacM hours of every day 
Glided numeroufly away.- 
Like thy verfe each hour did pafs ; 
Sweet and fhort, like that, it was. 

Some do but their youth allow me, 
Juft what they by nature owe me, 
The time that 's mine, and not their own,, 
The certain tribute of my crown : 
When they grow old, they grow to be 
Too bufy, or too wife,, for me. 
Thou wert wifer, and didft know 
None too wife for Love can grow 5 
Love was with thy life entwnYd, 
Clofe as heat with fire is join'd j 
A powerful brand prefcrib'd the date 
Of thine, like Meleager's, fate. 
Th' antiperiftafis of age 
More enflam'd thy amorous rage y 
Thy filver hairs yielded me more 
Ihan even golden curls before^ 

Had I the power of creation* 
{U I-have of generation, 

L 4. When 
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Where I the matter mu# obey, 

And cannot work plate out of clay, 

My creatures fhould be all like thee, 

'Tis thou fhouldft their idea be : 

They, like thee, fliould throughly hate 

Bufinefs, honour, title, date j 

Other wealth they fhould not know, 

But what my living mines beftow 3 

The pomp of kings, they mould confefs. 

At their crownings, to be lefs 

Than a lover's humbled guife, 

When at his miftrefs' feet he lies. 

Rumour they no more fhould mind 

Than men fafe- landed do the wind ; 

Wifdora itfelf they (hould not hear, 

When it prefumes to be fevere : 

Beauty alone they mould admires 

Nor look at Fortune's vain attire, 

Nor afk what parents it can (hew ; 

With dead or old 't has nought to do. 

They fhould not love yet ^11 or any, 

But very much and very many : 

All their life mould gilded be 

With mirth, and wit, and gaiety 5 

Well remembering and applying 

The neceflity of dying. 

Their chearful heads fhould always wear 

All that crowns the flowery year : 

They fhould always laugh, and fmg, 

And dance, and ltrike th' harmonious firing $ 
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Vcrfe fliould frorn their tongue, fo flow, 
As if it in the mouth did grow, 
As fwiftly anfwering their command, 
.As tunes obey the artful hand. 
And whilft 1 do thus difcover 
Th' ingredients of a happy lover, 
"Tis, ray Anacreon-i for thy fake 

I of the grape no mention make. 
Till my Anacreon l>y thee fell, 

Curfed plant ! I lovM thee well j 

And 'twas oft my wanton ufe 

To dip my arrows in thy juice. 

Curfed plant ! 'tis true, I fee, 

Th' old report that goes of thee— 

That, with giants' blood the earth 

Stain'd and poifon'd, gave thee birth ; 

And now thou wreak'ft thy ancient fpite 

On men in whom the gods delight. 

Thy patron Bacchus, 'tis no wonder, 

Was brought forth in flames and thunder $ 

In rage, in quarrels, and in fights, 

Worfe than his tigers, he delights.; 

Id all our heaven I think there be 

No fuch ill-natur'd God as he. 

Thou pretended, traitcroue Wine I 

To be the Mufes* friend and mine : 

With lore and wit thou doll begin, 

Falfe fires, alas ! to draw us in ; 

Which, if our courfe we by them keep, 

Mifguide to madnefs or to deep: 

Sleep 



Sleep were well 5 thou 'aft learnt a way 
To death itfelf now to betray. 

It grieves me when I fee what fate 
Does on the beft of mankind wait. 
Poets or lovers let them be, 
*Tis neither love nor poefy 
Can arm, againft death's fmalleft dart, 
The poet's head or lover's heart j 
But. when their life, in its decline, 
Touches th' inevitable line, 
All the world 's mortal to them then, 
And wine is aconite to men 5 
Nay, in death's hand, the grape-ftone proves 
Aa ftrong as thunder, is in Jove's • 



VERS 
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VERSES 

Written on 
SEVERAL OCCASIONS*. 



C H:R I ST * S PAS^I ON, 

Taken out of a Greek Odej written by Mr. Mafters 
of New^College in Oxford, 

Er¥0 U G H, my Mufe ! of earthly things, 
And infpirations trot of wind ; 
Take up thy Imte, and to it bind 
Loud and everiafting firing* 5 
And on them play, and to them ling, 
The bappy mouraful ftoriea, 
The Unbeatable glories 
Of the great crucified King. 
Mountainous h«ap.of woixiera ! which doft rift 

Till earth thott joineft.with the fkiea ! 
Too large at bottom, and at top to* high^ 

Ta be* half fcen by mortal eye ! ■ .. " 

now 

• Thefe verfes were notrincraded among thafc which 
Mr, Cowley hirafelf fty^. " Mtfcellanie* j?' buj^werr 
cfaued by Bifhop Sprat under the title by winch they 
are here diftinguifhed. N. » 
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How (hall I grafp this boundlefs thing ? 

What mall I play f what (hall I fing ? 
I '11 fing the mighty riddle of myfterious love, 
Which neither wretched men below, nor blefled fpirits 

With all their comments can explain 5 [above. 
How all the whole world's life to die did -not diftlain ! 

I '11 fing the fearchlefs depths of the companion Divine, 
The depths unfathom'd yet 
By reafdn's plummet and the line of wit ; 
L . Too light the plummet, and too ihort the Hne4 

How the eternal Father did beftow 
His own eternal Son as ranfom for his foe, 
I Ml fing aloud, that all the world may hear 
The triumph of the buried Conquerer. 
How hell was-by its prifoner captive led, 
And the great flayer, Death, (lain by the dead. 

Methinks I hear of murdered men the voice, 
Mixt with the murderers' confufed noife, 

Sound from the top of Calvary 5 
My greedy eyes fly up .the hill, and fee 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoft of the three ; 
Oh, how unlike the others he ! [the tree t 

Look, how he bends his gentle head with "bleflings from 
*Ris gracious hands, ne'er ltretch'd but to do good, 
Are nailed to the infamous wood I 
And (infill man does fondly bind 
The arms, whkh he extends t' embrace all human -kind. 

Unhappy; 
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TThhappy man ! can ft thou ftand by and fee 

All this as patient as he ? 

Since he thy fins does bear, 

Make thpu -his fufferings thine. own, 

And weep, and figh, and groan, 

And beat thy breaft, and tear 

Thy garments and thy hair, 

And let thy. grief,- and let thy love, % 

Through all thy bleeding bowels move. • 
Doft thou not fee thy prince in purple clad all o'er, 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian more, 

But made at home with richer gore ? 
Boft thou not fee the rofes which adorn . 

The thorny garland by him worn ? 

Doft thou not fee the livid traces 

Of the iharp fcourges* rude embraces ? 

If yet thou feelcft.not the fmart 

Of thorns and fcourges in thy heart 5 

If that be yet not crucify'd ; 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his fide ! 

Open, oh ! open wide, the fountains of thine eyes, 
And let them xali 
Their ftock of moifture forth, where'er, it lies ! 

For this will a/k it all. 
'Twould all, alas ! too little be, 
Though thy fait tears come from a fea. 
Canft thou deny him this, when he 
Has openM all his vital fprings fer thee ? 
Take heed 5 for by his fide's myfterious flood 

May well be ujiderftood, 
That? he-will ftill require forae waters to his blood. 

O D 
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ODE 
ON ORINDA'8 poems. 

WE allow'd you beauty, and we did fubmit 
To all the tyrannies of it $ 
Ahl cruel fex, will -you depofe us too in wit? 

Orinda * does in that too reign; 
Does tnan behind her in proud triumph draw, 
And cancel great Apello's Salic law. 

We our old title plead in vain, 
Man may be head, but woman 's now the brain* 

Verfe was Love's fire-arms heretofore, 

In Beauty's camp it was not known 5 
Too many arms befides that conqueror bore s 

*Twas the great cannon we brought down 

T* affault a ftubbarn town ; 
Orinda firft did a bold fally make, 

Our ftrongeft quarter take, 

And fo fucceftful prov'd, that me 
Turn'd upon Love himfelf his own artillery. 

Women, as if the body were their whole, 

Did that, and not the foul, 

Tranfmit to their poller ityj 

If in it fometime they conceived, 

Th* abortive ifTue never liv'd. 
'Twere flume and pity 9 , Orinda, if in thee 

* Mrs, Catharine Philips. 

Afpirit 
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A ipirit fo rich, fo noble, and fo high, 

Should unman urM or barren lie. 
But thou induftrioufly haft fowM and till'd 

The fair and' fruitful field + 
And 'tis a ftrange increafe that it does yield. 
As, when the happy -Gods above 
Meet all together ftt a fcaft, 
A fecret joy unfpeakabie does move 
In their great mother Cybele't contented- breaft: 
With no. left pkafure thou, metbinks, mould fee, 
This, thy no lefs immoital progeny. 
And in their birth thou no one touch doft find, 
Of th' ancient curie to woman-kind : 
.Thou bring'ft not forth with pain j 
It neither travail is nor labour of the brain s 
So eafily they from thee come, 
And there k fo much room 
In th* tmexhanfted and unfathoiri'd womb, 
That, like the Holland Cotmtefs, thou may*ft bear 
A child for every day of all the fertile year. 

Thou doft my wonder, wouldft my envy, raife, 
If to be prais'd I lov'd more than to -praife : 

Where'er I fee an excellence, 
I muft admire to fee thy well-knit fen/e, 
Thy numbers gentle, and thy fancies high; 
Thofe as thy forehead fmooth, thefe fparkling as thine 
*Tis folid, and 'tis manly all, [eye. 

Or rather 'tis angelical j 

For, 
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For, as in angels, we 
Do in thy verfes fee 
Both improv'd fexes eminently meet j 
They are than man more, ftrong, and more than worna*. 
. fweet. . 

They talk of Nine, I know not who* 
Female chimera's, that o'er poets reign $ 

I ne'er could find. that fancy true. 
But have invok'd them oft, I 'm.fure, in vain s.- 
They talk of Sappho. ; but, alas I.the ftiame ! 
Ill-manners foil the luftre of her fame j 
Orinda's. inward virtue is fo bright, 
That, like a lantern's fair inclofed light* 
It through the paper mines where fhe does write.. 
Honour and friendship, and the generous fcorn: I 

Of things for which we were not born 
(Things that can only by a fond difeafe, 
Like that of girls, our vicious ftomachs pleafe); 
Are the inftruclive fubje&s of her pen ; 

And, as the Roman victory 
Taught our rude land arts and civility, 
At onoe (he overcomes j enclaves, and betters, men;. 

But Rome with all* her. arts could ne'er infpire, 

A female breaft with fuch a fire : 

The warlike Amazonian train, 
Who in Ely fiu m now do peaceful reign, 
And Wit's mild empire before arms prefer^ 
"rlope "'twill he fettled fn their fex by her. 

Merlin. 
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Merlin the feer (and Aire he would not lye, 
In fuch a facred company) 
Does prophecies of learn'd Orinda (how, 
Which he had darkly fpoke fo long ago - % 

Ev'n Boadlcia's angry ghoft 
Forgets her own misfortune and difgrace, 
And to her injur'd daughters now does boaft, , 
That Rome *s overcome at laft, by a woman of her race* 

ODE 

UPON OCCASION OP A COPY OP VERSES 
OP MY LORD BROGHILL'S. 

BE gone (faid I) ingrateful Mufe ! and fee 
What others thou canft fool, as well as me. 
Since I grew man, and wifer ought to be, 
My bufinefs and my hopes I left for thee : 
For thee (which was more hardly given away). 
I left, even when a boy, my play. 
But fay, ingrateful miftrefs ! fay, . 
What for all" this, what did ft thou ever pay ^ 

Thou *lt fay, perhaps, that riches are 
Not of the growth of lands where tbbu do ft trade*. 
And- 1 as well my country might upbraid ' 

- Becattfe I have no vineyard there. 
Well :.but in love thou doft. pretend to reign 5 

There thine the power and lordfhip is 5 
Thou badYt rae write, and write, and write again ; 
*T was fuch a way as could not mils* 
?0L. I* M I,.l** 
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I, like a fool, did thee obey : 
I wrote, and wrote, but ftili I wrote in vain j 
For, after all my expence of wit and pain, 
A rich, unwriting hand, carried the prize away. 

Thus I complain' d, and ftrait the Mufe reply'd, 

That Jhe had given me fame. 
Bounty tmmenfe I and that too tnd be try'd 
When I myfelf am nothing but a name. w 

Who now, what reader does, not drive 
T* invalidate the gift whilft we *re alive ? 
For, when a poet now himfelf doth mow, 

As if he were a common foe, 

All draw upon him, all around, 

And every part of him they wound, f 

Happy the man that gives the deeped blow : 
And this U all, kind Mufe ! to thee we owe* 

Then in rage I took, 

And out at window threw, 
Ovid and Horace, all the chiming crew j 

Homer himfelf went with them too j 
Hardly efoap"d the facred Mantuan book : 
I my own offspring, like Agave, tore, 
And I refolv'd, nay, and I think I fwore, 
That I no more the ground wpuld till and (pw t 
Where only flowery weeds inftead of corn did #ro? 

When (fee the fubtle ways which Fatfe does find 
Rebellious man to bind ! ' 
•Juil to the work for which he k aflign'd) . 
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The Mufe came in more chearful than before, 
And bade me qaaftrei with her now no more t 
" Lo ! thy reward ! look here, and fee 
" What I have made" (faid fhe) 
^Uy lover and belov'd, my Broghill, do for thee ! 
" Though thy own verfe no lading fame can give, 
"Thou (halt at leaft in his for ever live. 
w What criticks, the great Hectors now in wit, 
u Who rant and challenge all men that have writ, 
, " Will dare t* oppofe thee, when 
^ { Broghill in thy defence has drawn his conquering 
I rofe, and bow'd my head, [pen V* 

And pardon afiVd for all that I had faid : 

\yell fatisfy'd and proud, 
1 ftrait refolv'd, and folemnly I vow'd, 
That from her fcrvice now I ne'er would part ; 
So ftrongly large rewards work on a grateful heart! 
Nothing fo foon the drooping fpirits can raife 
As praifes from the men whom all men praife ; 
Tis the beft cordial, and which only thofe 
Who have at home th' ingredients can compofe ; 
A cordial that re ft ores our fainting breath, 

And keeps up life ev'n after death I 
The only danger is, left it ihould be 

Too ftrttng a remedy ; 
Left, in removing cold, it mould begef 

Too violent a heat j 
And into madnefs turn the lethargy. 

Ah ! gracious God ! that I might fere 
A time when it were dangerous for m€ 

Ma To 
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To be o'er-heat with praife ! 
But I within me bear, alas ! too great allays. 

*Tis faid, Apelles, when he Venus drew,. 
Did naked women for his pattern view, 
And with his powerful fancy did refine 
Their human fhapes into a form divine j 
None who had fat could her own picture fee*. 

Or fay, one part was drawn for me : 
So, though this nobler painter, when he writ,. 
Was pleas'd to think it fit 
That my book fhould before him fit, 
Not as a caufe, but an occafion, to his wit) 
Yet what have I to boaft, or to apply 
To my advantage out of it ; fince I, 
Inftead of my own likenefs, only find 
The bright idea there of the great writer's mind? 

ODE. 

Mr. Cowley's Book prefenting itfelf U 
Univerfity Library of Oxford* 

HAIL, Learning's Pantheon ! Hail, thefacre 
Where all the world of fcience does imbari 
Which ever fhall withftand, and haft fo long with] 

Infatiate Time's devouring flood. 
Hail, tree of knowledge ! thy leaves fruit I which 
Doft in the midft of paradife arife, 
Oxford ! the Mufe's paradife, 
From which may never fword the blefs'd expel! 
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M, bank of all paft ages ! where they lie 
" enrich with intereft pofterity ! 

Hall Wit's illuftrious Galaxy ! 
tTicre thoufand lights into one brightnefs fpread } 
lail, living Univerfity of the dead \ 

nconfus'd Babel of all tongues ! which e'er 

lie mighty linguift Fame, or Time, the mighty travc- 

That could (peak, or this could hear. [ler, 

fajeftick monument and pyramid ! 
r here ftill the {hades of parted fouls abide 
nbalm'd in verfe j exalted fouls which now 
ijoy thofe arts they woo'd fo well below ; 

Which now all wonders plainly fee, 

That hare been, are, or are to be, 

In the myfterious library, 
he beatific Bodley of the Deity 5 

r ill you into your facred throng admit 

The meanett Britifli Wit ? 
011, general-council of the priefts of Fame, 

Will you not murmur and difdain, 

That I a place among you claim, 

The humbleft deacon of her train ? 
'ill you allow me th* honourable chain ? 

The chain of ornament, which here 

Your noble prifoners proudly wear ; 
chain which will more pleafant feem to me 
lan all my own Pindaric liberty ! 
ill ye to bind me with thofe mighty names fubmit, 

Like an Apocrypha with holy Writ ? 

M3 What- 
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Whatever happy book is chained here, 
No other place or people need to fear ; . 
His chain 's a paflport to go every where* 

As when a feat in heaven 
Is to an unmalicious Tinner given, 

Who, calling round his wondering eye, 
Does none but patriarchs and apoftles there efpy 

Martyrs who did trreir lives' beftow, 

And faints, who martyrs hVd below ; 
With trembling and amazement he begins 
To recollect his frailties pail and fins ; 

He doubts almoft his Ration there ; 
His foul fays to itfelf, " How came I here ?" 
It fares no otherwife with me, 
When I myfelf with confcious wonder fee 
Amidft this purify'd elected company. 

With hardftiip they, and pain, 

Did to this happinefs attain : 
No labour I, nor merits, can pretend ; 
I think predeftination only was my friend. 

Ah, that my author had been ty'd like me 
To fuch a place and fuch a company ! 
Inftead of feveral countries, feveral men, 

And bufinefs, which the Mufes hate, 
He might have then improv'd that fmall eftate 
Which Nature fparingly did to him give; 

He might perhaps have thriven then, 
And' fettled upon me, his child, fomewhat to live 
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r had lumpier been for him, as well as me \ 

For when all, alas 1 is done, 
Vc books, I mean, You books, will prove to be 
lie beft and nobleft converfation : 

For, though fome errors will get in, 

Like tin&ures of original iin ; 

Yet fure we from our fathers 1 wit 

Draw all the ftrength and fpirit of it, 
earing the grofler parts for converfation, 
s the beft blood of man * s employed in generation* 



ttihg and drinking in the Chair made out of the 
Relicks of Sir Francis Drake's Ship. 

^ HE AR up, my mates » the wind does fairly blow, . 
** Ctep on mote fail, and nevwfpare j 

Farewell all lands, for now we are 

In the wide fea of drink, and merrily we go.- 
efs me, *tis hot ! another bowl of wme, 

And we (hall cut the burning Line : 
ey, boys ! fhe feuds- away, and by my head I know* 

We round the world are failing now. 
r hat dull men are thofe that tarry at home* 
Tien abroad they might wantonly roam, 

And gain ftrch exj>erienee, and fpy toe- 
• Such countries and wonders, as I do ! 
it pr'ythee, good' pilot, take heed what yo* dby , 

And fail not to touch at Peru 4 

M 4 , With* 
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With gold there the vcffel we % tl ftaro. 
And never, and never be poor, 
No, never be poor any more. 

What do I mean ? What thoughts do me milgui 
As well upon a ftaflf may witches ride 

Their fancy'd journeys in the air, 
As 1 fail round the ocean in this chair ! 

'Tis true j but ytt this chair which here yoi 
For all its quiet now, and gravity, 
Has wanderM and' has traveled more 
Than ever beaft, or fifti, or bird, or ever tree, bef< 
In every air and every fea *t has been, 
'T has'compafs'd all the earth, and all the heavens ' 
Let not the Pope's itfelf with this compare, , X 
This is the only univerfal chair. 
The pious wanderer's fleet, fav'd from the flame 
(Which ftill thcrelicks did of Troy purfue, 

And took them for its due), 
A fquadron of immortal nymphs became : 
Still with their arms they row about the fea*, 
And ftill make new and greater voyages a 
Nor- has the firft poetic (hip of Greece 
(Though now #ftar fhe fo triumphant (how, 
And guide her failing fucceflbrs below, 
Bright as her ancient freight the wining fleece) 
Yet t<5 this day a quiet harbour found ; 
The tide of heaven ftill carries her around. 
Only Drake's facred veflel (which before 
- Had done and* had feen more 
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Than thofe have done or feen, 
Sv'n fince they GoddeflTes and this a Star has been) 
<Ai a reward for all her labour paft, 

Is made the feat of reft at laft. 

Let the cafe now quite aiterM be. 
And, as thou went 1 ft abroad the world to fee, 

Let the world now come to fee thee I 

The world will do *t ; for curiofity 
Does, no lefs than devotion, pilgrims make ; 
And I myfelf, who now love quiet too, 
As much almoft as any chair can do, 

Would- yet a journey take, 
An old wheel of that chariot to fee, 

Which Phaeton fo raihly brake : 
Vet what could that fay more than thefe remains of 

'Drake ? 
Great relicki thou too, in this port of eafe, 
-Haft ftill one way of making voyages ; 
The breath of Fame, like anaufpicious gale 

(The great trade-wind which ne'er does fail) 
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou malt run, 

As long around it as the fun. 
The ftreights of Time too narrow are for thee 5 
Launch forth into an undifcover'd fea, 
And flser the endlefs courfe of vaft Eternity ! 
Take for tjry fail this verfe, and for thy pilot me ! 
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upon thb.de at h or 
THE EARL OF BALCARRES. 

•rr^IS folly all, that can be faid,. 

•*• By living mortals, .of th* immortal dead, 
And I *m afraid they laugh at the vain tears we ihed 
*Tis as if we, who ftay behind 
In expectation of the wind, 
Should pity thofe who pafs'd this (freight before, 

And touch the univerfal flxore. 
Ah, happy man I who art to fail no more ! 
' And, if it feem ridiculous to grieve 
Bccaufc our friends are newly come from fea> 
Though ne'er fo fair and calm it be j. 
What would all fober men believe*. 
If they would hear us ughing fay, 
, " Balcarres, who but th' other day 
" Did all our love and our refpeel command ? 
" At whofe great parts we all amaz'ddid ftand ; 
44 Is from a (form, alasl call (uddenly on land?" 

If you will fay — Few perfons upon earth. 
Did, more than he, deferve to have 
A life exempt from fortune and the grave ; • 

Whether you look upon his birth 
And anceftors, whofe fame *s fo widely fpread— 
But anceftors, alas I who long ago. are dead— • 

OP 
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I Or whether yon confider more 

' The vaft increafe, as Aire you ought, 

Of honour by his labour bought, 
And added to the former ftore : 
-All I can anfwer, is, That I allow 
The privilege you plead* for ; and avow 
♦ kat, as he well deferv'd, be doth -enjoy it how. 



i 



Though God, for greafrand righteous ends* 
Which his unerring Providence intends 
Erroneous mankind ihould not understand, 
Would not permit Balcarres* hand 
(That once with fo much indunry and art 
Had clos'd the gaping wounds of every part) 1 
To perfect bts diftra&ed nation's cure, 
Or ftop the fatal bondage 'twas t* endure 3 
Yet for his pains he loon dki him remove, 
From all th* oppreflion and the woe 
Of his frail body's native foil below, 
To his foul^s true and.peaceful country above s 
So Godlike kings, for fecret caufes, known 

Sometimes, but' to themfelves alone, 
One of their ableft minifters- ete&, 
And fend abroad to treaties, which they* intend* ' 

Shall never take effe& ; 
But, though the treaty want* a happy end. 
The happy agent wants not the reward, 
For which he laboured faithfully and hard ; 
His juft and righteous mafter calls him home, 
And gives him, neat hi»felf> forae honourable room* 

Noble 
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Noble and great endeavours did he bring 
To fave his country, and reftore his king $ 
And, whilft the manly half of him. (which thofe 
Who know not Love, to be the whole fuppofe) 
PerformM all parts of virtue's vigorous life.* 

The beauteous half, his lovely wife, 
Did all his labours and his cares divide 5 * 
Nor was a lame nor paralytic fide : 
la; all the turns of human ftate, 
And all th' unjuft attacks of Fate, 
She bore her (hare and portion ftill, 
And would not fuffer any to be ill. 
Unfortunate for ever let me be, i 
If I believe that fuch was he, v 

Whom, in the ft arms of bad fuccefs, 
And all that Error calls -unhappinefs, 
His virtue and his virtuous wife did ftill accompany 

With thefe companions 'twas not Grange 

That nothing could his temper change. 
-Hi 8 own and country's union had not weight 

Enough to crufh his mighty mind ! 
He faw around the hurricanes of ftate, 
Fixt as an ifland 'gainft the waves and wind. 

Thus far the greedy fea may reach; 

All outward things-are but the beach $ 
A great man's foul it doth aflault in vain ! 
Their God himfelf the ocean doth reftraiit 

With an imperceptible chain, 

And bid It to go back again. 



F ONtTHB EARL OF BALCARRES. 17 J 

His wifdom, juftice, and hit piety, 
His courage both tafufter and to die*. 
His virtues, and his lady too, 
Were things celeftial. And we fee, 
In fpite of quarrelling philofophy, 
How in this cafe 'tis certain found, 
^Chat Heav'n ftands ftill, and only earth goes round* 



Upon Dr. Harvey. 

/"^O Y Nature (which* remained, though aged grown* 
V 1 A beauteous virgin ftill, enjoy'd by none, 

Nor feen unverTd by any one) 
When Harvey's violent paflion (he did fee. 
Began to tremble and to flee 5 
Took fan&uary, like Daphne, in a tree : 
There Daphne** lover ftop'd, and thought it much . 

The very leaves of her to touch r 
But Harvey, our Apollo,, ftop'd not foj 
Into the bark and root he after her did go ! 

No fmalleft fibres of a: plant, 
Foe which the eye-beams' point doth fharpnefs want, 

lis paflage after her withftood. 
What (hould (he do ? through all the moving wood 
Of lives endowed with fenfe me took her flight $ 
Harvey purfues, and keeps her ftill in fight* 

. But^ 
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Uut, as the deer, fong3ranted, takes a flood, 
She leap'd at laft into lire winding ftrrtmt of bkrt 
Of man's maeander all tRe,purple reaches made. 

Till at the heart me ftay'd ; 

Where turning head, and at a bay. 
Thus by well-purged ears was ftie overheard to fe; 

" Here Aire fhall I be fafe" (faid fhc) 
€< None will be able fure to fee 

" This my retreat, but only He 

" Who made both it and me. 
-«* The heart of man what art can e'tr reveal ? 

«' A wall impervious between 
, «« Divides the Arery parts within, 
«« And doth the heart of man ev'n from itfelf coac 

She fpoke : but, ere fhe was aware, 

Harvey was with her there ^ 
And held this flippery Proteus in a chain, 
Till all her mighty myfteries he defcry'd j 
Which from bis wit tip attempt before to hide 
Was the firft thing that Nature did in vain. 

He the young pra&iceof new life did fee, 

Whilft, to conceal its toilfome poverty, 
It for a living wrought, both hard and privately. 

Before the liver underftood 

The noble fcarlet dye of blood ± 

Before one drop was by it made, 
Or brought into it, to fet up the trade ? 
Before the untaught heart began to beat 
Xhe, tuneful march to vital heat j 

F 
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^t*>m all the fouls that living building* row, 
^*7^)ethe^ imply M for earth, or 6a, or air ; 
"\^hether it in the womb or egg be wrought | 
-A. drift account to him U hourly brought 
How the great fabrick docs proceed, 
What time, and- what materials, it does need 3 
-Xie fo exaftly docs the work furvey, 
-As if he hir'd the workers by the day* 

*Xhus Harvey fought for Truth in Truth's own book, 

The creatures — which by God hirnielf was writ $ 

And wifely thought 'twas fit, 
Kot to read comments only upon it, 
3tot on th' original itfelf to look. 
Methink* in Art's great circle others (land 

Lock'd^ip together, hand in hand ; 

Every one leads as he is led ; 

The fame bare path they tread, 
And dance, like fairies, a fantaftic round, 
1 -But neither* change their motion nor their ground s 
Had Harvey to this road coniin'd his wit, 
His noble circle of the blood had been untrodden yet* 
Great Doctor ! th' art of curing 's cur'd by thee j 

We now thy patient, Phyfick, fee 
From all inveterate difeafes free, 

Purg'd of old errors by thy care, 
New dieted, put forth to clearer air; 

It now will ftrong and healthful prove 5 
•Itfelf before lethargic lay, and could not move ! 

1 Theft 



ty6 COWLEY'S POEMS. 

Thefe ufeful fecrets to hi* pen we owe ! 
And thoufands more 'twas ready to beftow > 
Of which a barbarous war's unkarned rage 

Has robb'd the ruin'd age : 
O cruel lofs ! as if the golden fleece, 

i With fo much coft and labour bought,. 
And from afar by a great hero brought, 

Had funk ev'n in the ports of Greece- 

O curfed war ! who can forgive thee this r 

Houfes and towns may rife again j 

And ten times ealier 'tis 

To rebuild Paul's, than any work of his : 

That mighty talk none but himfelf can do, 

Nay, fcarce himfelf too* row ; 
For, though his wit the force of age withfrand^ 
His body, alas ! and time, it muft command 5 
And Nature now, fo long by him furpafs'd. 
Will fure have her. revenge on him at laft. 

ODE, FROM CATULLUS. 

ACME AND SEPTIMIUS. 

WHILST on Septimius' panting break 
(Meaning nothing lefs than reft). 
Acme lean'd her loving head, 
Thus the pleas'd Septimius faid .: 

My deareft Acme, if I be 
Once alive, and love not thee 

Withi 
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'With a paffion far above 

All that e'er was called love | 

In a Libyan defert may 

I become fome lion's prey $ 

Let him, Acme, let him tear 

My breaft, when Acme is not there. 

The God of Love, who flood to hear him . 
(The God of Love was always near him) 
Pleas'd and tickled with the found, 
Sneez'd aloud ; and all around 
The little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleft the augury. 
Acme, enflam'd with what he faid, . 
Rear'd her gently-bending head 5 
And, her purple mouth with joy 
Stretching to the delicious boy, 
Twice (and twice could, fcarce fufEce) ; 
Shekift his drunken rolling eyes. 

My little life, my all ! (faid flic) 

So may we ever fervants.be 

To this beft God, : and ne'er retain, 

Our hated liberty again I 

So may thy paffion laft for me, 

As I a paffion have for thee, 

Greater and fiercer much than can* 

Be conceived by thee a man ! 

Into my marrow is it gone, 

Fixt and fettled in the bone 5 

It reigns not only in ray heart, 

But runs, like life, through every part*. 
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She fpoke ; the God of Love aloud 
Sneez'd again j and all the crowd 
Of little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleft the augury. 

This good omen thus from heaven 

Like a happy fignal given, 

Their loves and lives (all four) embrace, 

And hand in hand run all the race. 

To poor Septimius (who did now 

Nothing elfe but Acme grow) 

Acme's bofom was alone 

The whole world's imperial throne ; 

And to faithful Acme's mind 

Septimius was all human-kind. 

If the Gods would pleafe to be 
But advis'd for once by me, 
I 'd advife them, when they fpy 
Any illuftrious piety, 
To reward her, if it be me— 
To reward him, if it be he— 
With fuch a hufband, fuch a wife j 
With Acme's and Septimius' life. 
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VPOW HIS MAJESTY'S RESTORATION AND 
RETURN. 
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* — Qood optanti divum promittefe nemo 
" Auderet, volvenda dies, en, attulit ultro." 

NO W bleffings an yon all, ye peaceful ftars, 
Which meet at laft ib kindly, and difpenfe 
Your univerfal gentle influence 
To calm the ftormy world and (till the rage of wars ! 

Nor, whilft around the continent 
Plenipotentiary beams ye fent, 

Did yottr pacific lights difdain 

In their large treaty to contain 
The world apart, o'er which do reign 
Your feven fair brethren of great Charles's* wain 5 
No ftar amongft ye all did, I believe,. 

Such vigorous afliftance give, 

As that which, thirty years ago, 

At * Charles's birth, did, in defpite 

Of the proud fun's meridian light, 
His future glories and this year forefhow. 

* The ftar that appeared at noon, the day of the 
king's birth, juft as the king his father was riding to 
St. Paul's to give thanks to God for that bleifing. 

N 2 No 
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No lefs efte&s than thefe we may 
Be affur'd of from that powerful ray, 

Which could out- face the fun, and overcome the 

Aufpicious ftar ! again arife v 
And take thy noon -tide ftation in the flcies, 

Again all heaven prodigioufly adorn j 

For lo ! thy Charles again is born. 

He then was born with and to paiirj. 

With and to joy he "'s born again. 

And, wifely for this fecond birth. 

By which thou certain wert to bleft 
The land with full and flourifhing happineft, 

Thou mad'ft of that fair month thy choice, 

In which heaven, air, and fea, and earth, 
And all that's in them, all, does fmile and does rejoice* 
Twas a right feafon 5 and the very ground 
Ought with a face of paradife to be found, 

Then, when we were to entertain 
Felicity and innocence again. 

Shall we again (good Heaven!) that blefled pair behold* 
Which the abufed people fondly fold 
For the bright fruit of the forbidden tree, 

By feeking all like Gods to be ? 
Will Peace her halcyon neft venture to build 

Upon a more with fhipwrecks fill'd, 
And truft that fea, where fhe can hardly fay 
She 'as known thefe twenty years one calmy day I 

Ah 1 mild and gallefs dove, 
Which doft the pure and candid dwellings love, 

Call 
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Canft thou in Albion ftill delight r 

Still canft thou think it white ? 
'Will ever fair Religion appear 
?n thefe deformed ruins ? will (he clear 
Th* Augean (tables of her churches here r 

Will Juftice hazard to be feen 
"Where a High Court of Juftice e'er has been ? 
Will not the tragic fcene, 
And Bradfliaw's bloody ghoft> affright her there, 

Her, who (hall -never fear ? 
Then may Whitehall for Charles's feat be fit, 
if Juftice (hall endure at Weftminfter to fit. 

Of all, methinks, we lcaft mould fee 
The chearful looks again of Liberty. 
That name of Cromwell, which does frefiily ftill 
The curfes of fo many fufferers fill, 

Is ftill enough to make her ftay, 

And jealous for a while remain, 
left, as a tempeft carried him away, 
Some hurricane mould bring him back again. 

Or, (he might juftlier be afraid 
Left, that great ferpent, which was all a tail 
(And in his poifonous folds whole nations prifoners 
made) 

Should a third time perhaps prevail 
To join again, and with worfe fting arife, 
As it had done when cut in pieces twice. 

Return, return, ye facred Four ( 
And dread your perifh'd enemies no more. , 

3 "four 
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Your fears are caufelefs all, and vain, 
Whilft you return in Charles's train 5 

For God does him, that he might you, reftere > 

Nor fhall the world him only call 

Defender of the faith, hut of you alL 

Along with you plenty and riches go* * 
With a fuH tide to every port they flow, 
With a warm fruitful wind e*er all the country bio 
Honour does as ye march her trumpet found, 

The Arts encompafs you around* 

And, again ft all alarms of Fear, 

Safety itfelf brings up the rear j 
And, in the head of this angelic band, 
Lo ! how the goodly Prince at laft does ftancfr 
(O righteous God !) on his own happy land : 
*Tis happy now, which could with fo much cafer 
Recover from fo defperate a difeafe - r 

A various complicated ill,, 
Whofe every fymptom wa* enough to kill j 
In which one part of three frenzy poffeft, 

And lethargy the reft : 
*Tis happy, which no bleeding does endure* 

A furfeit of fuch blood to cure : 

'Tis happy, which beholds the flame 
In which by hoftile hands it ought to burn,. 

Or that which,- if from Heaven it came, 
It did but well deferve, all into bonfire turn- 
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Vt fear'd .(and almoft touched the black degree 

Of inftant expectation) 

That the three dreadful angels we, 
f famine, fword, and plague, ftiould here eftablifti'd fee 
jod's great triumvirate of defolation !) 
o fcourge and to deftroy the iinful nation, 
iftly might Heaven Protectors fuch as thofe, 
nd fuch Committees for their Safety, impofe 
pon a land which fcarcely better chofe. 

We fear'd that the Fanatic war, 
fhich men again ft God's houfes did declare,, 
/buld from th* Almighty enemy bring down 

A fure definition on our own. 
STe read th* inftru&ive hiftories which tell 
>f all thofe endlefsinifchiefs that befel 
The facred town which God had lov'd fo well, 
tfter that fatal curfe had once been faid, 
'His blood be upon ours and on our children's head/* 
We know, though there a greater blood was fpilt, 

'Twas fcarcely done with greater guilt.. 
We know thofe miferies did befaL 
Whilft they rebelled againft that Prince, whom all 
The reft of mankind did the love and joy of mankind 
•call. 

Already was the fnaken nation 
Into a wild and defornTd chaos brought* 

And it wa» hading on (we thought) 
Even to the Laft of ills — annihilation : 
When, in the midft of this confufed night, 
Lo ! the bleft Spirit movM, and there was light j 

N 4 For* 
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For, in the glorious General's previous ray, 

We faw a new-created day : 
We by it faw, though yet in mifts it (hone, 
The beauteous work of Order moving on. 
Where are the men who bragg'd that God did bl 

And with the marks of good fuccefs 
Sign his allowance of their wickednefs ? 
Vain men t who thought the Divine Power to fin 
In the fierce thunder and the violent wind : 

God came not till the ftorm was paft ; 
In the dill voice of Peace he came at laft ! 
The cruel bufinefs of deftru&ion 
May by the claws of the great fiend be done 5 
Here, here we fee th' Almighty's hand indeed 
Both by the beauty of the work we fee 't, and b 
. fpeed. 

He who had feen the noble Britifli heir, 
Even in that ill, difadvantageous light 
With which misfortune drives t' abufe our fight- 
He who had feen him in his cloud fo bright- 
He who had feen the double pair 
Of brothers, heavenly good.' and filters, heavenly! 

Might have perceiv'd, methinks, with eafe 
(But wicked men fee only what they pleafe) 
That God had no intent' t'- extinguish quite 

The pious king's eclipfed right. 
He who had feen how by the Power Divine 
All the young branches of this royal line 
^Did in their fire, without confuming, Shine— 
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How through a rough Red-fea they had been led, 

By wonders guarded, and by wonders fed— 

How many years of trouble and diftrefs 

They 'd wander'd in their fatal wildernefs, 

And yet did never murmur or repine 5— 
Might, -methinks, plainly understand, 

That, after all thefe conquer' d trials paft, 
Th* Almighty mercy would at laft 

Conduct them with a ftrong unerring hand 
To their own Promised Land : 
For all the glories of the earth 
Ought to be entailed by right of birth 5 
And all Heaven's blefllngs to come down 

Upon his race, -to whom alone was given 

The double royalty- of earth and heaven ; 

Who crown'd the kingly with the martyrs* crown. 

The martyrs* blood was faid of old to be 

The feed from whence the Church did grow. 
The royal blood which dying Charles did fow 
Becomes no lefs the feed of royalty : 

'Twas in dishonour fown ; 

We find it now in glory grown, 
The grave could but the drofs of it devour j 
" Twas fown in weaknefs, and 'tis rais'd in power ." 
We now the queftion well decided fee, 
Which eaftern Wits did once conteft, 

At the great Monarch's feaft, 
u Of all on earth what things the ftrongeft be ?" 

And 
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Confider man's whole life, and you '11 confefs 
The fliarp ingredient of fome bad fuccefs 
Is that which gives the tafte to all- his happinefs 
But the true method of felicity 
Is, when the word 

Of human life is plac'd the firft, 
And when the child's correction proves to be 

The caufe of perfecting the man : 

Let our weak days lead up the van $ 
Let the brave Second and Triarian band 

Firm againft all- impreflSon ftand : 

The firft we may defeated fee $ 
The virtue and the force of thefe are fure of vi&ory. 

Such are the years, great Charles ! which now we fee ^ 

Begin their glorious march with thee : I 

Longmay their march to heaven, and ftill triumphant, f 

be! J 

Now thou art gotten once before, 
Ill-fortune never mall o'er- take thee more. 
To fee 't again, and pleafure in it find, 

Caft a difdainful look behind 5 
Things which offend when prefent, and affright, 
In memory well-painted move delight. 

Enjoy then all thy"* afflictions now— 

Thy royal father's came at laft 5 

Thy martyrdom 's already paft : 

And different trowns to both ye owe. 
No gold did e'er the kingly temples bind. 

Than thine more try'd and more renVd. 
' As 
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As a choice medal for Heaven's treafury 
God did ftamp firft upon one fide of thee 
The image of his- fuffering humanity 3 
On th' other fide, turn'd now to fight, does fhine 
The glorious image of his power divine ! 

L 

So, when the wifeft poets feek 

In all their iivelieft colours to fet forth 

A picture of heroic worth 
(The pious Trojan or the prudent Greek) 5 
They chute fome comely prince of heavenly birth 

(No proud gigantic fon of 'earth, 
Who fhrives t' ufurp the Gods' forbidden feat) j 
They feed him not with nectar, and the meat 

That cannot without joy be eat ; 
Bat, in the cold of want, and ftorms of adverfe chance* 
They harden his young virtue by degrees : 
The beauteous drop firft into ice does freeze 
And into folid cryftal next advance. 
His murder' d friends and kindred he does fee* 

And from his flaming country flee : 
Much, is he toft at Tea, and much at land; 
Does long the force of angry gods withftand : 
He does long troubles and long wars fuftain* 

Ere he his fatal birth-right gain. 

With no lefs time or labour can 

Deftiny build up fuch a man, 

Who 's with fufficient virtue fili'd- 

His ruin'd country to rebuild* 

No* 



*9* COWLEY'S POEMS. 

He *s come, he "s fafe sit there § I hear the noi& 1 
Of a whole land which does at once rejoice, > 

I hear th' united people's facred voice. J: 

The fea, which circles us around, . 

Ne'er fent to land fo loud a found % 
The mighty fhout fends to the fea a gale*. 

And fwells up every. fail i 
The bells and guns are fcarcely heard at all ^ 
The artificial joy *s drown M by the natural. 
AH England but one bonfire feems to be, 
One ./Etna mooting flames into the fea : 
The ftarry worlds, which mine to us afar, 

Take ours at this time for a ftar. 
With wine all rooms, with wine the conduits, flow $, 
And we, the priefts of a poetic rage,. 

Wonder that in this golden* age • 

The rivers too mould not do fo. 
There is-no Stoic k, fure, who would not .now 

Ev'n fome excefs allow 5 
And grant that one wild fit of chearful folly 
Should end our twenty years of difmal melancholy. . 

Where *s now the royal mother, where, 

To take her mighty fhare 

In this fo ravifhing fight, 
And, with the part (he takes, to add to the delight? 

Ah ! why art thou not here, 
Thou always beft, and now the happieft Queen-J 
To fee our joy, and with new joy be feen, I 

Godi 
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*Ood has a bright example made of thee, 

To (hew that woman-kind may be 
Above that fex which her fuperior feems, 
In wifely managing the wide extremes 
Of great affliction, great felicity. ".'.'* 

How well thofe different virtues thee become, 
Daughter of triumphs, wife of martyrdom I 
Thy princely mind with fo much courage bore 
&ffli&ion, that it dares return no more 5 
With fo much goodnefs us'd felicity, 
rhat it cannot refrain from coming back to thee j 
Tis come, and feen to-day in all its bravery! 

RTho 's that heroic perlbn leads it on, 

And gives it like a glorious bride 

(Richly adorn'd with nuptial pride) 

Into the hands now of thy fon ? 
Tis the good General, the man of praife. 

Whom God at laft, in gracious pity, 

Did to th* enthralled nation raife, 

Their great Zerubbabel to be ; 
To loofe the bonds of long captivity, 
flind to "rebuild their temple and their city ! 
tor ever bleft may he and his remain, 
#ho, with a vaft, though lefs-appearing, gain, 
'referred the folid Great above the ^ain, 
Ind to the world this princely truth has /hawn— 
That more 'tis to reftore, than to ufurp a crown 4 . 
Tiou worthieft perfon of the Britifh ftory ! 

(Though 'tis not fmall the Britifti glory) 
Vol. I. O Did 
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Did I not know my humble verfe muft be 
But ill-proportion'd to the height of thee, 

Thou and the world fliould fee 
How much my Mufe, the foe of flattery, 
Docs make true praife her labour and defign ? 
An Iliad or an JEne'xd mould be thine. 

And ill mould we deferve this happy day, 
If no acknowledgements we pay 
To you, great patriots of the two 
Moft truly Other Houfes now; 
Who have redeem'd from hatred and from ihan 
A Parliament's once venerable name $ 
And now the title of a Houfe reftore, 
To that which was but Slaughter- houfe before. 
If my advice, ye worthies 1 might be ta'.en, 
Within thofe reverend places, 
Which now your living prefence graces, 
Your marble-ftatues always fhould remain, 
To keep alive your ufeful memory, 
And to your fucceffors th" 1 example be 
Of truth, religion, reafon, loyalty : 

For, though a firmly- fettled peace 
May (hortly make your public labours ceafe, 
The grateful nation will with joy confent 
That in this fenfe you fhould be faid, 
(Though yet the name founds with fome dr 
To be the Long, the Endlefs, Parliament. 



r. '9j 3 



W THE QJJEEN'S REPAIRING 

SOMERSET-HOUSE. 

¥ THEN God (thecaufeto me and men unknown) 
▼ Forfook the royal houfes, and his own, 
d both abandoned to the common foe j . 
y* near to ruin did my glories go ! 
hing remained t* adorn this princely place 
lien covetous hands could take, or rude deface. . 
ill my rooms and galleries I found 
j- lie he ft figures torn, and all around 
member'd ftatues of great heroes lay j 
h Nafeby's field feem'd on the fatal day ! 
d me, when nought for robbery was left, 
ey ftarv'd to death s the gafping walls were cleft, , 
e pillars fuak, the roofs above me wept, 
fign of fpring, or joy, my garden kept j. 
thing was feen which could content the. eye*. 
1 dead the impious tyrant here did lie. 
iee how my face is changed ! and what I am . 
ce my true miifarefs, and now foundrefs, came l 
loes not fill her bounty to reftore 
! as I was ;(nor was I fmall before) : : 
! imitates the kindnefs to her fhown j 
J does, like Heaven (which the deje&ed throne 
once reftores, fixes, and higher rears) 
engthen, enlarge, exalt, what (he repairs. 

0% An*. 
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And now I dare (though proud I muft not be, 
Whilft my great miftrefs I fo humble fee 
In all her various glories) now I dare 
Ev'n with the proudeft palates Compart. 
My beauty and convenience will, I *m fare, 
So juft a boaft with modefty endure ; ' 

And all muft ta me yield, when I ihall tell 
How I am placM, and who does in me dwell. 

Before my gate a ftreet's broad channel gods. 
Which dill with waves of crowding people flows; 
And every day there pafles by my fide, 
Up to its weftern reach, the London tide, 
The fpring -tides of the term : my front looks dot 
On all the pride and buiinefs of the town 5 
My other front (for, as in kings we fee 
The livelieft image of die Deity, 
We in their houfes mould heaven's likenefs find, 
Where nothing can be'faid to be Behind) 
My other fair and more majeftic face 
(Who can the fair to more advantage place >) 
For ever gazes on itfelf below, 
In the beft mirror that the world can fliow. 

And here behold, in a long bending row, 
How two joinNcities make. one glorious bow \ • 
The midft, thenobleft piace, poffefsM by me, 
Beft to be feen by all, and all b'er-fee! 
Which way foe'er I turn my joyful eye, ** 
Here the great court, there the rich town, I fpy.j 
On either fide dwells fafety and delight 5 
Wealth on the left, and. power upon the right. 

Ti 



r REPAIRING SOMERSET-HOUSE. 197 

1 yet my defence, on either band, 

jhty forts, in equal diftance (land 

the beft and ftateljeft piles which e'er 

beral piety of old did rear j 

be two princes of th' Appftles' band, 

bbours and my guards, watch and command. 

irlike guard of flaips, which farther lie, 

j my object too, were not the eye 

the houfes of that wondrous ftreet 

des o'er the broad river like a fleet. 

nVs eternal fiege they fixt abide, 

fwoln ftream's auxiliary tide, 

both their ruin with joint power confpirej. 

uit-brave, they nothing dread but fire. 

: my Thames, though it more gentle be 

{ flood fo ftrengthen'd by the fea, 

)y art his natural forces broke, 

ring, captive-like, the arched yoke, 

-, and foam, and rage, at the difgrace,. 

npofes ftrait, and calms his face j 

verence and fubmiflion ftrook, 

is from .afar he does but look 

the white palace, where that king does reign 

i his laws and bridges o'er the main. 

thefe louder honours of my feat, 
vaft cities, troublefomely great, 
: various plain the country too 
: gentler bleflings to my view : 

active and the quiet mind, 

nt ways, equal content may find* 

Oj, If 



God, and my godlike miftrefs, think not £o ; 
For the diftrefsM and the affliaed lie 
Moil in their care, and always in their eye. 

And thou, fair river ! who (till pay'ft to me 
Juft homage, in thy paflage to the fea, 
Take here this one inftru&ion as thou go'ft— 
When thy mixt waves (hall vifit every coaft j 
When round the world their voyage they (hall 
And back to thee fome fecret channels take ; 
Aflc them what nobler fight they e'er did meet 
Except thy mighty m after Y fovereign' fleet, 
Which now triumphant o"er the main does rid 
The terror of all lands, the ocean's pride. 

From hence his kingdoms, happy now at lai 
(Happy, if wife by their misfortunes paft !) 
From hence may omens take of that fuccefs 
Which both their future wars and peace (hall 
The peaceful mother on mild Thames does bi 
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TN a deep vifion's intelle&ual fcene, 
•*■ Beneath a bower for forrow made, 
Th % uncomfortable (hade 

Of the black yew's unlucky green, 
Mixt with the mourning willow's careful grey, 
Where reverend Cham cuts out his famous way, 

The melancholy Cowley lay : 
\ud lo !*a Mufe appeared to ** clofed fight, 
The Mufes oft in lands of vifion play) 
tody'd, array'd, and feen, by an internal light. 

V golden harp with filver ftrings (he bore - 9 

V wondrous hieroglyph ick robe me wore, 
ji which all colours arid all figure* were, 
ITttt nature or that fancy can create, 

That art can never imitate 3 
\nd with loofe pride it wanton'd in the air. 
to fuch a drefs, in fuch a well-cloath'd dream, 
She \jsVl, of old, near fair Ifmenus ,, ftream, 
Khdar, her Theban favourite, to meet ; 
ft crown was on her head, and wings were on her feet. 

She touched him with her harp, and rais'd him from the 
The fhaken ftrings mclodioufly rcfound. [ground j 

" Art thou returned at laft,"* faid ihe, 

" To this forfaken place aird me ? 
1 T*hou prodigal I who didft fo loofely wafte 
1 Of all thy youthful years the good eftate - 3 

O 4 "Art 
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«« Art thou return'd here, to repent too late,. 
" And gather hulks of learning up at laft, 
" Now the rich harveft-time of life is paft, . 

" And winter marches on Co fall ? 
" But, when I meant t* adopt thee for my foa». 
" And did as learn' d a portion affign, 
" As ever any of the mighty Nine 

" Had to their deareft children done ; 
" When I refolv'd t' exalt thy' anointed name, 
" Among the fpiritual lords of peaceful fame $ 
" Thou changeling ! thou, bewitch'd with noife 

(how, 
" Would'ft into courts and cities from me go 3 
" Would'ft fee the world abroad, and have a (hire 
" In all the follies and the tumults there: 
*' Thou wouty'ft, f^rfooth, be fomething in a ftatt 
" And bufineft thou would" ft find, and would'ft crc 

" Bufinefs ! the frivolous pretence 
" Of human lufts, to fhake off innocence ; 

" Bufinefs ! the grave impertinence ; 
«' Buiinefs ! the thing which I of all things hate j 
" Bufinefs 1 the contradiction of thy fate. 

«' Go, renegado ! caft up thy account, 
" And fee to what amount 
" Thy foolifh gains by quitting me : 
" The fale of Knowledge, Fame, and Liberty,, 
u The fruits of thy unlearn'd apoftacy. 
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Thouthought'ft, if once the public ftorm were paft, 
AJI thy remaining life mould fun-(hine be : 
Behold i the public ftorm is fpent at laft, 
The fovereign 'rtoft at Tea no more, 
And thou, with all the noble company, 

" Art got at laft to more. 
But, whilft-thy fejlow-voyagers I fee 
Ml marchM up to poffefs the promised land, 
Thou- ftill alone, alas ! doft gaping ftand 
Jpon the naked beach, upon the barren fand I 

\s a fair morning of the bleflfed fpring, 

" After a tedious ftormy night, 
mch waft tke glorious entry of our king ; 
Enriching moifture drop'd on *very thing 5 
Plenty be fow'd below, and cait about him light t 

" But than, alas 1 to thee alone, 
3ne of old Gideon's miracles was mown j 
?or every tree and every herb around 

" With pearly dew was crown'd, 
And upon all the quicken M ground 
The fruitful feed of heaven did brooding lie, 
And nothing but the Mufe's fleece was dry. 

" It did all other threats furpafsy 
When God to his own people (aid 
(The men whom through long wanderings he had led)'* 

" That he would give them ev'n a heaven of brafs : 
They look'd up to that heaven in vain, 
That bounteous heaven, whicfc Qod did notreftrain ] 
Upon the moft unjuft to mine and rain. 

"The 
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** The Rachel, for which twice feven years and -more 

" Thou didft with faith- and labour ferve, 
*< And' didft (if faith and labour can) deferve, 
" Though (he contracted was to thee, 
« Given to another, -who had (lore 
€l Of fairer arid of richer wives before, 
' " And not a Leah left, thy recompence to be! 
" Go on<$ twice feven years more thy fortune tryj 
•" Twice feven years more God in his bounty may 

" Give thee, to fling away 
" ** Into the court's deceitful' lottery : 

" But thjnk how likely 'tis that thou, 
" With the dull work of thy unwieldy plough, 
• "-Should'H in a hard and barren feafon thrive, 
" Should even able be to live ; 
"TJhou, to whofe (hare fo little bread did fall, 
« r In the miraculous year when manna rain'd on all. 1 ' 

Thus fpake the'Mufe, arid fpake it with a fmile, 

That feenTd at once to pity and revile. 

'And to her thus, raiting his thoughtful head, 
The melancholy Cowley faid— 
" Ah, wanton foei doft thou upbraid 
" The ills which thou thyfelf haft made ? 

** When in the cradle innocent I lay, 

"Thou, wicked fpirit! ftoleftmeaway, 
" And my abufed foul didft bear 

w Into thy new-found worlds, I know not- where, 
" Thy golden Indies in the airj 

x "An* 
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«« And ever fince I ftrivc in vain 
" My ravifiYd freedom to regain 5 
Still I rebel, ftill thou doft reign 5 
JLd ! ftill in verfe againft thee I complain. 

" There ua fort of ftubborn weeds, 
Which, if the earth but once, it ever, breeds 5 
" No wholfome herb can near them thrive, 
" Wo ufeful plant can keep alive : 
The foolilh fports I did on thee beftow, 
; Make all my art and labour fruitlefs now ; 
; Where once fuch fairies dance, no grafs doth ever 
*' grow. 
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( When my new mind had no infuiion known, 
( Thou gav'ft fo deep a tin 61 u re of thine own, 

" That ever fiHce I vainly try 

" To warn away th* inherent dye 1 
: * Long work perhaps may fpoil thy colours quite, 
tc But never will reduce the native white : 

" To«all-the ports of honour and of gain, 

" I often fteer my courfe m vain ; 
" Thy gale comes crofs, and drives me back again. 
' Thou (lack'neft all my nerves of induftry, 

u By making them fo oft to be 
'The tinkling ftrings of thy loofe minftrelfy. 
4 Whoever this worid ? s happinefs -would fee, 

" Muft as entirely caft-off thee, 

* «' As they who only heaven defire 

* *' Do from the world retire. 
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" This was my error, this my grofe miftake, 

" Myfelf a demy- votary to make. 

" Thus, with Sappbira and her hufpancTs fate 

" (A fault which J, like them, am taught too late)*. 

«' For all that I gave up I nothing gain, 

" And periJh for the part which I retain* 

_" Teach me not then, thou fallacious Mufe t 

- " The court, and better king, t* acctife ; 
" The heaven under which I live is fair, . 
" The fertile foil will a full harveft bear : 
" Thine, thine is all the barrennefs ; if thou 
" Mak'ft me fit ftill and fing, when I mould plough.. 
" When I but think how many a tedious year 

" Our patient fovereign did attend 

" His long misfortunes* fatal end j 
u How chearfully, and how exempt from fear* 
" On the Great Sovereign's will he did depend; 
" I ought ta.be accurft, if Ivrefufe 
«* To wait off his, thou fallacious Mufe I 
«* Kings have long hands, they fay $ and, though I be 
" $o dtftant, they may reach at length to. m*. 

" However, of all princes, thou 
41 Should' ft not reproach rewards for being fna all or flow } 
«<T.hou ! who rewarded: but with popular breath,. 

"And that too after death/' 
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ON COLONEL TUJtE'S TRAGI-COMEDY, 
THE ADVENTURES OF WE HO'URS. 

A S when our kings (lords of the fpacious main) 
•*► Take in; juft wars a rich plate-fleet oi* Spain, 
'he rude unmapen ingots they reduce 
lto a form of beauty and of ufe ; 
n which the conqueror's image now does mine, 
ot his whom it belonged to in the mine : 
3, in the mild contentions of the Mufe 
The war which Peace- itfelf loves and purfues) 
> have you home to us in triumph brought 
his Cargazon of Spain with treafures fraught, 
ou have not bafely gotten it by ftealth, 
[or by translation borrow'd all its wealth ; 
ut by a powerful fpirit made it your own 5 
total before, money by you 'tis growii. 
Pis current now, by your adorning it 
Vith the fair ftainp of your victorious wit. 
But, though we praife this voyage of your mind, 
^nd though ourfelves enrich'd by it we find j 
iVe 're not contented yet, becaufe we know 
-Vhat greater (tores at home within it grow. 
#e *ve feen how well you foreign ores refine | 
'roduce the gold of your own nobler mine : 
Hie world (hall then our native plenty view, 
ind fetch materials for their wit from you. ; 
They all (hall watch the travails of your pen, 

Ud Spain on you (hall make reprifals then. 

/8M 
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Few minutes did their beauty's lightning wa 
The thunder of their voice did longer lad:, 

But that too foon was paft. 
The certain proofs of our Orinda ? s wit 
In her own lafting characters are writ, 
And they will long my praife of them jfurvivt 

Though long perhaps, too, that may live 
Th© trade of glory, manag'd by the pen, 
Though great it be, and every where h loun 
Dees bring in but fmall profit tons men 5 
•Tis, by the number of the fliarers, drown M. 
Orinda, on the female coafU of Fame, 
Ingrofles all the goods of a poetic name 5 

She does no partner with her fee 5 
Does all the bufmefs there alone, which we 
Are fore'd to carry on by a whole company • 

But wit 's like a luxuriant vme-j 
Unlefs to viitue ? s prop it join, 
Firm and ere& towards heaven bound j 

Though it with beauteous leaves and j)leafan 
be crown'd, 

It lies, deform M and rotting, on the ground. 
Now fliame and bluflies on us all, 
Who our own fex fuperior call ! 

Orinda does our boafting fex out-do, 

Not in wit only, but in virtue too : 

She does above our bed examples rife, 

In hate of vice and fcern of vanities. 
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Jever did fpirit of the manly make, 

bid dip'd all o'er in Learning's facred lake, 

K temper more invulnerable take. 

fo violent paflion could an entrance find 

nto the tender goodnefs of her mind : 

Through walls of ftone thofe furious bullets may 

Force their impetuous way j 
tVhen her foft breaft they hit, powerlefs and dead they 
lay! 

The fame of Friendfhip, which fo long had told 
)f three or four illuftrious names of old, 
nil hoarfe and weary with the tale fhe grew, 

Rejoices now t' have got a new, 

A new and more furprizing ftory, 
Of fair Lucafia's and Orinda's glory. 
A.s when a prudent man does once perceive 
That in fome foreign country he muft live, 
The language and the manners he does ft rive 

To underftand and practice here, 

That he may come no ftranger there : 
So well Orinda did herfelf prepare, 
In this much different clime, for her remove 
To the glad world of Poetry and Love. 



Vol. I. P HYMN. 



COWLEY'S POEMS. 



HYMN TO LIGHT. 

FIRS T-born of Chaos, who Co fair didft con 
From the old negro's darkfome womb ! 
Which, when it faw the lovely child, 
The melancholy mafs put on kind looks and fmrl 

Thou tide of glory, which no reft doft know, 

But ever ebb and ever flow ! 

Thou golden mower of a true Jove I [J 

Who does in thee defcend, and heaven to earth : 

Hail, active Nature's watchful life and health t 
Her joy, her ornament, and wealth ! 
Hail to thy hufband Heat, and thee ! 

Thou the world's beauteous bride, the lufty brideg 

Say from what golden quivers of the fky 

Do all thy winged arrows fly ? 

Swiftnefs and power by birth are thine : 
From thy great fire they came, thy fire the Word I 

'Tis, I believe, this archery to mow, 

That fo much coft in colours thou, 
And fkill in painting, doft beftow, 

Upon thy ancient arms, the gaudy heavenly bow. 

Swift as light thoughts their empty career run, 
Thy race is finiuYd when begun $ 
Let a poft-angel ftart with thee, 

And. thou the goal of earth (halt reach as fooa as 

1 
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hou in the moon's bright chariot, proud and gay, 
Doft thy bright wood of ftars furvey $ 
And all the year doft with thee bring 

f thotifand flowery lights thine own nocturnal fpring. 

hou, Scythian-like, doft round thy lands above 

The fun's gilt tent for ever move, 

And Hill, as thou in pomp doft go 9 
he fhimng pageants of the world attend thy mow. 

or amidft all thefe triumphs doft thou fcorn 

The humble glow-worms to adorn, 

And with thofe living fpangles gild 
) greatnefs without pride !) the bufhes of the held. 

ight, and her ngly fubjecls, thou doft fright. 

And Sleep, the lazy owl of night ; 

Afham'd, and fearful to appear, 
bey fkreen their horrid feapes with the black hemiiphere. 

ith them there haftts, and wildly takes th* alarm, 

Of painted dreams a bufy fwarm : 

At the firft opening of thine eye 
le various clufters break, the antic atoms fly* 

le guilty ferpents, and obfccner beaffa, 
Creep, confcious, to their fecret reft* s 
Nature to thee does reverence pay, 

omens and ill fights removes out of thy way. • 

thy appearance, Grief itfelf is faid ' ■ 

To make his wings, and rouze his heaf : 
And cloudy Care has often took 

gentle beamy fmile, reflected from thy look* 

P a At 
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At thy appearance, Fear itfelf grows bold ; 

Thy fun-fhine melts away his cold. 

Encouraged at the fight of thee, 
To the cheek colour comes, and firmnefs to the knee. 

Ev'n Luft, the mafter of a hardened face, 

Blufhes, if thou be'ft in the place, 

To Darknefs* curtains he retires ; 
In fyjvpathizing night he rolls his fmoky fires. 

"When, Goddefs ! thou lift'ft up thy wakenM head, 
Out of the morning's purple bed, 
Thy quire of birds about thee play, 

And all the joyful world falutes the rifing day. 

The ghofts, and monfter-fpirits, that did prefume 

A body's privilege to afliime, 

Vanifh again invifibly, 
And bodies gain again their vifibility. 

All the world's bravery, that delights our eyes, 

Is but thy fevcral liveries ; 

Thou the rich dye on them beftow'ft, 
Thy nimble pencil paints this landfcape as thou go'ft. * 

A crimfon garment in the rofe thou wear'ft j 
A crown of ftudded gold thou bear'ft i 
The virgin-lilies, in their white, 

Are clad but with the lawn of almoft naked light. 

The violet, Spring's little infant, ftands 
GirMn thy purple fwadling-bands i 
On the fair tulip thou doft doat j 

Thou cloath'ft it in a gay and party-colqurM coat. 

With 
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With flame condens'd thou do'ft thy jewels fix, 

And folid colours in \t mix : 

Flora herfelf envies to fee 
Flowers fairer than her own, and durable as (he. 

Ah, Goddefs ! would thou could'ft thy hand withold, 
And be lefe liberal to gold 1 
,- Pidft thou lefs value to it give, 
Of how much care, alas ! might' 0: thou poor man re- 
lieve! 

To me the fun is more delightful far, 

And all fair days much fairer are. 

But few, ah I wondrous few, there be, 
Who do not gold prefer, O Goddefs ! ev'n to thee. 

Through the foft ways of heaven, and air, and fea. 

Which open all their pores to thee, 

Like a clear river thou doft glide, 
And with thy living ftream through the cjofe channels 
Aide. 

But, where firm bodies thy free courfe oppofe, 
Gently thy fource the land overflows 5 
Takes there pofieflion, and does make, 

Of colours mingled light, a thick and (landing lake. 

But the vaft ocean of unbounded day 

. Jn th* empyraean heaven does #ay. 

Thy rivers, lakes, and fprings, below, 
From thence took firft their rife, thither at laft mull flow. 
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PHilofophy, the great and only heir 
Of all that human knowledge which has 1 
Unforfeited by man's rebellious fin, 

Though full of years he do appear 
(Philofophy, I fay, and call it He j 
For, whatfoe'er the painter's faiLcy be, 

It a male- virtue feems to me) 
Has ftill been kept in nonage till of late, 
Nor managed or enjoyM his vaft eftate- 
Three or four thoufand years, one would have 
To ripenefs and perfection might have brough: 

A fcience fo well bred and nurft, 
And of fuch hopeful parts too at the firft : 
But, oh I the guardians and the tutors, then 
(Some negligent and fome ambitious men) 

Would ne'er content to fet him free, 
Or his own natural powers to let him fee, 
Led that would put an end to their authority. 
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Inftead of carrying him to fee 
The riches which do hoarded for him lie 

In Nature's endlefs treafury, 

They chofe his eye to entertain 

(His curious but not covetous eye) 
With painted fcenes and pageants of the brain. 
Some few exalted fpirits this latter age has mown, 
That labonr'd to aficrt the liberty 
(From guardians who were now ufurpcrs grown) 
Of this old minor (till, captiv'd Philofophy 3 

But 'twas rebellion call'd, to fight 

For fuch a long-oppreffed right. 
Bacon at laft, a mighty man, arofe, 

(Whom a wife king, and nature, chofe, 

Lord chancellor of both their laws) 
And boldly undertook the injur'd pupil's caufe. 

Authority— which did a body boaft, 

Though 'twas but air condens'd, and ftalkM about* 

Like fome old giant's more gigantic ghoft, 
To terrify the learned rout 

With the plain magic of true Reafon's light- 
He chac'd out of our fight 5 

Nor fuffer'd living men to be mi fled 
By the vain fhadows of the dead : [torn fled. 

To graves, from whence it rofe, the conquerM phan- 
He broke that monftrous God which flood 

In midft of th' orchard, and the whole did claim; 
Which with a ufelefs fcythe of wood, 
And fomcthing elfe not worth a name 
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(Both vaft for (hew, yet neither fit 

Or to defend, or to beget 5 

Ridiculous and fenfelefs terrors !) made 
Children and fuperftitious men afraid. 

The orchard *s open now, and free, 
Bacon has broke the fcare-crow deity : 

Come, enter, all that will, 
Behold the ripen* d fruit, come gather now your fill ! 

Vet (till, methinks, we fain would be 1 

Catching at the forbidden tree— I 

We would be like the Deity— . j 

When truth and falfehood, good and evil, we, 
Without the fenfes* aid, within ourfelves would fee j 

For 'tis God only who can find 

All Nature in his mind. 

From words, which are but pictures of the thought 
(Though we our thoughts from them perverfely drew) 
To things, the mind's right object, he it brought ; 
Like foolifh birds, to painted grapes we flew ; 
He fought and gathered for our ufe the true j 
And, when on heaps the chofen bunches lay. 
He preft them wifely the mechanic way, 
Till all their juice did in one veflel join, ■) 

Ferment into a nourishment divine, I 

The thirfty foul's refreshing wine, J 

Who to the life an exaft piece would make, 
Muft not from others* work a copy take j 

No, not from Rubens or Vandyke ; 
Much lefs cpntent himfelf to make it like 

* TV 
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leas and the images which lie 
own fancy or his memory, 
he before his fight muft place 
5 natural and living face 5 
: real objeft muft command 
udgment of his eye and motion of his hand. 

thefe and all long errors of the way, 

lich our wandering predeceffors went, 

like th' old Hebrews, many years did ftray, 

leferts but of fmall extent, 

, like Mofes, led us forth at laft : 

i barren wildernefs he paft ; 

. on the very border ftand 

the bled promis'd land 5 

from the mountain's top of his exalted wit, 

f it himfelf, and fhew'd us it. 

fe did never to one man allow 

to difcover worlds and conquer too j 

an fo fhort a line fufficient be 

thorn the vaft depths of Nature's fea. 

s work he did we ought t' admire j 

vere unjuft if we mould more require 

bis few years, divided 'twixt th' excels 

v affli&ion and high happinefs : 

ho on things remote can fix his fight, 

's always in a triumph or a fight ? 

you, great champions ! we expeft to get 
fpacious countries, but difcover'd yet j 

Countries, 
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Countries, where yet, inftead of Nature, we 
Her images and idols worlhip'd fee : 
Thefe large and wealthy regions to fubdue, 
Though Learning has whole armies at command, 

Quarter'd about in every land, 
A better troop fhe ne'er together drew : 

Methinks, like Gideon's little band, 

God with defign has pick'd out you, 
To do thofe noble wonders by a few : 
When the whole hoft he faw, " They are" (faid he) 

" Too many to o'ercome for me ^' 

And now he choofes out his men, 

Much in the way that he did then j 

Not thofe many whom he found 

Idly* extended on the ground, 

To drink with their dejected head 
The ftream, juft fo as by their mouths it fled t 

No 5 but thofe few who took, the waters up* 
And made of their laborious hands the cup* 

Thus you prepared, and in the glorious fight 

Their wondrous pattern top you take : 
Their old and empty pitchers firft they brake, 
And with their hands then lifted up the light. 

Io ! found too the trumpets here ! 
Already your victorious lights appear j 
New fcenes of heaven already we efpy, 
And crowds of golden worlds on high, 
Which from the fpacious plains of earth and fea 

Could never yet' difcoverM be, 
By iailors* or Chaldeans' watchful eye* 

Nature* 
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TO THE ROYAL SOCIETY. ti* 

preat works no diftance can obfcUre, 
efs her near objects can fecure ; 

taught the curious fight to pcefs 

privateft recefs 
perceptible littlenefs ! 

learn'd to read her fmalleft hand, 
begun hex deepeft fenfe to underftand t 

ind true dishonour fall on thofe 
Id to laughter or to fcorn expofe 
s and fo noble a defign, 
for its ufe, for knowledge fo divine, 
s which thefe proud men deipife, and call 
lent, and vain, and fraall, 
Heft things of nature let me know, 
in all their greateft aft ions do ! 
would depofcd Truth advance 
throne ufurpM from it, 
at firft the blows of Ignorance, 
! fharp points of envious Wit. 
by various turns of the cekftialxknct* 
r thoufand years 
fo long unknown, appears, 
eaven itfelf move beauteous by it grow, 
. and alarms the world below j 
e wife a liar, to fools a meteor, (how. 
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rage and fuccefo you the bold work begin ; 
adle has not idle been s 
but Hercules' and you, would be 
ars age worthy a hiftory* 

And 
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And ne'er did Fortune better yet 
TV hiftorian to the ftory fit : 

As you from all old errors free 
And purge the body of Philofophy 5 
^ So from all modern follies he 
Has vindicated Eloquence and Wit. 
His candid ftyle like a clean ftream does Aide, 

And his bright fancy, all the way, 

Does like the fun-mine in it play ; 
It does, like Thames, the beft of rivers ! glide, 
Where the God does not rudely overturn, 

But gently pour, the cryftal urn, 
And with judicious hand does the whole current g 
*T has all the beauties Nature can impart, 
And all die comely drefs, without the paint, of 1 



VPOH THE 

Chair made out of Sir Francis Drake's ! 
Erefented to the Univerfity Library of Oxfor 
by John Davis of Deptford, Efquire. 

TO this great fhip, which round the globe ha: 
And matched in race the chariot of die fun 
This Pythagorean fliip (for it may claim 
Without pfefumption fo defcrv'd a name, 
By knowledge once, and transformation now} 
In her new Jhape, this facred port allow. 



UPON, A CHAIR. sir 

Brake and his (hip could not have wiflTd from Fate 
A more bleft ftation, or more bleft eftate ; 
For lo! a feat of endlefs reft is given 
To her in Oxford, and to him in heaven. 

PROLOGUE 

To the CUTTBR OF COLMAN STREET. 



AS, when the midland fea is no where clear 
From dreadful fleets of Tunis and Argier— 
Which coaft about, to all they meet with foes, 
And upon which nought can be got but blows— 
The merchant- (hips fo much their paffage doubt, 

That, though full-freighted, none dares venture out, 

And trade decays, and fcarcity enfues : 

Juft fo the timorous wits of late refufe, 

Though laded, to put forth upon the ftage, 

Affrighted by the criticks of this age. 

It is a party numerous, watchful, bold j 

They can from nought, which fails in fight, with-holdj 

Nor do their cheap, though mortal, thunder fpare ; 

They (hoot, alas ! with wind-guns charg'd with air« 

But yet, gentlemen-criticks of Argier, 

For your own intereft I M advife ye here, 

To let this little forlorn-hope go by 

Safe and untouched. " That muft not be"(you *11 cry.) 

If ye be wife, it muft j I '11 tell you why. 

There are feven, eight, nine — ftay — there are behind 

Ten plays at leaft, which wait but for a wind, 

Awl 
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If (he be coy, and fcorn my noble fire $ 
If her chill heart I cannot more 5 - 
Why I '11 enjoy the very love, 
And make a miftrefs of my own defire. 

Flames their mod vigorous heat do hold, 
And pureft light, if compafsM round with cold : 
So, when fharp winter means moft harm, 
The fpringing plants are by the fnow itfelf keptwa 

But do not touch my heart, and fo be gone 5 

Strike deep thy burning arrows in ! 

Lukewarmnefs I account a fin, 
As great in love as in religion. 

Come arm M with flames ; for I would prove 
All the extremities of mighty Love. 

Th' excefs of heat is but a fable ; 
We know the torrid zone is now found habitable. 

Among the woods and forefts thou art found, 

There boars and lions thou doft tame 5 

Is not my heart a nobler game ? 
Let Venus, men ; and beafts, Diana, wound ! 

Thou doft the birds thy fubjefts make 5 
Thy nimble feathers do their wings overtake s 

Thou all the fpring their fongs doft hear j 
Make me love too, I'll fmg to' thee all the year t 

What fervice can mute fifties do to thee ? 
Yet againfl them thy dart prevails, 
Piercing the armour of their leaks ; 

And ftill thy fea-bom mother lives i' th' fca. 



.-THE REQJJEST. 1*5 

Doft thou deny only to me 
The no-great privilege of captivity ? 
I beg or challenge here thy bow ; 
-ither thy pity, to me, or clfe thine anger, mow. 

Come ! or I 'II teach the world to fcorn that bow ; 

I '11 teach them thoufand wholefome arts 

Both to refill and cure thy darts, 
Wore than thy flcilfur Ovid e'er did know, 

Mufick of fighs thou ihalt not hear, 
for drink one wretched lover's tafteful tear: 

Nay, unlefs foon thou wounded me, 
y veries /hall not only wound, but murder, thee. 

T*H E THRALDOM. 

CAME, I faw, and was undone j 

Lightning did through my bones and marrow run ' f 

& pointed pain piere'd deep my heart j 

fwift cold trembling feiz'd on every part j 

vly head turn'd round, nor could it bear 

The poiibn that was entered there. 

So a deftroying-angel's breath 
>ws-in the plague, and with it hafty death : 
>uch was the pain, did fo begin, 
the poor wretch, when Legion enter'd in, 
1 Forgive me, God !" I cry'd j " for I 
1 Flatter'd myfelf I was to die." 

roh. I. '<L But 
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But quickly to my coft I found, 
'Twas cruel Love, not Death, had made the w«n 

Death a more generous rage does ufe ) 
Quarter to all he conquers does refu/e : 

Whilft Love with barbarous mercy faves 

The vanquifiYd lives, to make them (laves, 

I am thy flave then ; let me know, 
Hard matter l the great talk I have to do s 

Who pride and fcorn do undergo, 
In tempefts and rough feas thy galleys row 5 

They pant, and groan, and figh \ but find 

Their fighs increase the angry wind. 

Like an Egyptian tyrant, ibme 
Thou wearieft out in building but a tomb } 

Others, with fad and tedious art, 
Labour i' th' quarries of a ftony heart : 

Of all the works thou doft aflign, 

To all the feveral flaves of thine, 
Employ me, mighty Love ! to dig the mine* 

"THE GIVEN LOVE. 

I'LL on ; for what mould Joinder me 
From loving and enjoying thee ? 
Thou canft not thofe exceptions make, 
Which vulgar, fordid mortals take- 
That my fate *s too mean gnd low \ 
'Twere pity I fhould love thee fo, 



•rftfe given txiVtf. V# 

at dull caufe could hinder me 
ving and enjoyiirg thee. 

es not me a whit difpleafe, 
the rich all honours feize 5 
you all titles make your own, 
r aliant, learned, wife, alone : 
if you claim o'er women too 
>ower whichever men ye do.; 
1 alone muit lovers be j 
lat, Sirs, you muft pardon me* 

r than lofe what does fo near 
rn my life and being here, 
>me fuch crooked ways invent, 
u, or your forefathers, went : 
atter or oppofe the king, 
Puritan, or any thing j 
are my mind to arts fo new s 
rich, and love as well as yoa. 

ther thus let me remain, 
tn in paradife did reign 5 
perfect love did fo agree 
innocence and poverty, 
did no jointure give" 5 
If was jointure to his Eve : 
ch'd with avarice yet, or pride, 
b came freely back V his fide". 

e upon the man who taught 
?n, that love was to be bought ; 

Qj* Rathw 
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Rather doat only on your gold, 
And that with greedy avarice hold j 
For, if woman too fubmit 
To that, and fell herfelf for it* 
Fond lover ! you a miftrefs have • 
Of her that 's but your fellow-flare.- 

What mould thofe poets mean of. old,. 
That made their God to wooe.in gold ? 
Of all men, Aire, they had no caufe 
To bind love to fuch coftly laws ; 
And yet I fcarcely blame them now ; 
For who, alas ! would not allow, 
That women mould fuch gifts receive, . 
Gould they, as he,- be what they give. 

If thou, my dear, thyfelf ftiouldft prize, 
Alas ! what value would fuffice? 
The Spaniard could not do 't, though he-. 
Should to both Indies jointure thee. 
Thy beauties therefore wrong will take, , 
If thou ftiouldft any bargain make 5 
To give all, will befit thee well 5 
But not at under-rates to fell. 

Bellow thy beauty then on me, 
Freely, as nature gave *t to thee j t 
*Tis an exploded popifti thought 
To think that heaven may be bought. 
Prayers, hymns, and praifes, are the way, 
And thofe my. thankful Mufc fliall pay ; 



THE GIVfeN LOVE." %i 9 

'hyffody, in my verfe enflirin'd, 

hall grow immortal as thy mind. L 

'11 fix thy title next in fame 
To SachariuVs well-fung name, 
io faithfully will I declare 
iVhat all thy wondrous beauties are, 
That wheYi, at the laft great aiffizc, > 

Ml wemen mail together rife, 
Wen ftrait mall caft their eyes on thee, 
Vnd know at firft that. thou ait me. 

THE SPRING, 

r HOUGH you be abfent here, I needs muft fay 
The trees as beauteous are, and flowers as guy, 
As ever they were wont to be ; 
Nay, the birds' rural mufick teo 
~Is as melodious and free, 
As if they fung to pleaiurc you : 
faw a rofe-bud ope this morn — I '11 fwear 
The bluming morning opon'd not more fair. 

low could it be fo fair, and you away ? 

low could the trees be beauteous, flowers fo gay ? 
Could they remember but laft year, 
How you did them, they you, delight, 
The fprouting leaves which faw you here, 
And call'd tndr fellows to the fight, 

Mouldy looking round for the fame fight in vain, 

reep back into their filent barks again. 

C^3 Where'er 
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Where'er you walk'd, trees were as reverend made*. 
As when of old Gods dwelt in every (hade^ 

Is 't poflible they fhould not know, 

What lofs of hondur they fuftara 

That thus they fmile and flourifli now, 

And (till their former, pride retain ? 
Dull creatures I His not without caufe that flie,- 
Who fled the God of Wit, was made a tree. 

In ancient times, fure, they much wifer were, 

When they rejoic'd the Thracian verfe to hear j 
In vain did Nature bid them ftay, 
When Orpheus had his fong begun— 
They call'd their wondering roots away, 
And bade them filent to him run. 

How. would thofe learned trees have followed you ! 

You would have drawn them and their poet too. 

But who can blame them now ? for, fince you 'regent* 
They 're here the only fair, and fhine alone j 

You did their natural righTfe invade $ 

Wherever you did walk or fit, 

The thickeft boughs could make no made, 

Although the fun. had granted it i 
The faireil flowers could pleafe no more, near you, 
Than painted flowers, fet next to them, could do. 

Whene'er then you come hither, that fhall be- 
1 he time, which this to other* is, to me. 

Th* 
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The little joys which here are now, 

The name of punifliments do bear ; 

When by their fight they let uilcnow 

How we deprived of greater are : 
Tis you the beft of feafons with you bring 5 
'bis is for beafts, and that for men, the Spring. 

WRITTEN IN 

JUICE OF LEMONV 

XT H ILS T what I write I do not fee, 

* ▼ I dare thus, ev'n to you, write poetry* 

h, foolifii Mufe ! which doft fo high afpire, 

And know' ft her judgment well, 

How much it does thy power excel, 

et dar'ft be read by, thy juft doom, the fire* 

Alas ! thou think'ft thyfelf fecure, 
ecaufe thy form is innocent and pure : 
ike hypocrites, which feem unfpotted here* 
But, when they fadly come to die, 
And the laft fire their truth muft try, 
crawl'd o'er like thee, and blotted, they appear* 

Go then, but reverently go, 
.nd, fince thou needs muft fin, confefs it too : 
onfefs 't, and with humility clothe thy fhame j, 
For thou, who elfe muft burned be 
An heretick, if fhe pardon thee, 
[ay'ft like a martyr then enjoy the flame* 

(^4. But 
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But, if her wifdom grow fevere, 
And fuffer not her goodnefs to be there j 
If her large mercies cruelly* it reftrain ; 

Be not difcourag'd, but require 

A more gentle ordeal fire. 
And bid her by Love's flames read it again. 

Strange power of heat ! thou yet doft (how 
Like winter-earth, naked or cloath'd with fnow : 
But as, the quickening fun approaching near, 

The plants arife up by degrees j 

A fudden paint adorns the trees, 
And all kind Nature's characters appear. 

So, nothing yet in thee is feen ; 

But, when a genial heat warms thee within, 
A new-born wood of various lines there grows ; 

Here buds an A, and there a B* 

Here fprouis a V, and there a T, 
And all the flourishing letters ftand in rows. 

Still, filly paper ! thou wilt think 
That all this might as well be writ with ink : 
Oh, no ; there *s fenfe in this, and myftery — 

Thou now may'ft change thy author's name, 

And to her hand lay noble claim 5 
For, as (he reads, (he makes, the words in thee. 

Yet— if thine own unworthinefs 
Will ftill that tbou art mine, not Tier's, corifefs— 
Confume thyfelf with fire before her eyes, 

And fo her grace or pity -move % 

The gods, though beads they do not love, 
Yet like them when they 're burnt in &crifice, 
; IN CO 
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INCONSTANCY. 

FI V E..years ago (fays Story) I lov'd you, 
For which you call me moft inconftant now j 
Pardon me, Madam ! you miftake the man, 
For I am not the fame that I was then > 
No flefli is now the fame 'twas then in me $ 
And that my mind is chang'd, yourfelf may fee* 
The fame thoughts to retain (till, and intents, 
Were more inconftant far ; for accidents 
Mud of all things moft ftrangely* inconftant prove, 
If from one fubje& they t' another movej 
My members then the father- members were 
From whence thefe take their birth which now are here. 
If then this body love what th' other did, 
'Twere inceft ; which by Nature is forbid* 
You might as well this day inconftant name, 
Becaufe the weather is not ftill the fame 
That it was yefterday— or blame the year, 
Taufe the fpring flowers, and autumn fruit, does bear. 
The world 'a a fcene of changes $ and to be 
Con ft ant, in Nature were inconftancy ; 
For 'twere to break the laws herfelf has made 4 
Our fubftances themfelves do fleet and fade 5 
The moft nVd being ftill does move and fly, 
Swift as the wings of time 'tis meafur'd by. 
T* imagine then that Love mould never ceafe 
(Love, which is but the ornament- of thefe) 
Were quite as fenfelefs, as to wonder why 
Beauty and colour ftays not when we die. 
. '. . NOT 
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NOT FAIR. 

* HT* I S very true, I thought you once as fair 

«*» As women in th* idea are ; 
Whatever here feems beauteous, feem'd to be 

But a faint metaphor of thee : 
But then, methoughts, there foraething {hin'd withift, 

Which caft this luftre o'er thy fluft j 
Nor could I chufe but count it the fiin's light, . 

Which made this cloud appear fa bright. 
But, fince I knew thy falfehood and thy pride, 

And all thy thoufand faults betide, 
A very Moor, methinks, plac'd near to thee* 

White as his teeth would feem to be. 
So men (they fay) by heirs delufions led, 

Have ta*en a fuccubus to their bed ; 
Believe it fair, and themfelves happy call, 

Till the cleft foot dHbovers all : 
Then they ftart from % half ghofts themfelves with fan 

And devil, as 'tis, it does appear. 
So, fince again ft my will I found thee foul, 

Deform'd and crooked in thy foul, 
My reafon ftrait did to my fenfes fhew, 

That they might be miftaken too s 
Nay, when the world but knows how falfe you are> 

There 's not a man will think you fair $ 
Thy fhape will monftrous in their fancies be,, 

They *H call their eyes as falfe as thee. 
Be what thou wilt, hate will preieat thee fo 
As Puritans do. the Pope, and Papift* Latter do. 

P L A- 



PLATONICK LOVE. 

INDEED I muftconfefs, 
When fouls mix *tis an happinefs $ 
Rut not compleat till bodies too combine, 
&nd clofely as our minds together join : 
Sut half of heaven the fouls in glory tafte,. 
Till by love in heaven , at laft, 
Their bodies too are plac'd. 

In thy immortal part 
Man, as well as I, thou art j 
Jut foraething 'tis that differs thee and me $ 
lad we inuft one even in that difference be*. 
i thee, both as a man and woman, prize >. 
For a perfect love implies 
Love in all capacities. 
Can that for true love pafs, 
When a. fair woman courts her glals ? 
lomething unlike muft in love's likenefs be j 
lis wonder is, one, and variety : 
■or he, whole foul nought but afoul can moss* 
Does a new Narciftus prove, 
And his own image love. 
That fouls do beauty know, 
*Tis to the bodies' help they owe ; 
F, when they know 't, they ftrait abufe that tru% 
Lnd ihut the body from 't, 'tis as unjuft 
.« if I brought my deareft friend to fee 
My miftrefs, and at th.' inftant he 
Should Ileal her quite from, me, 

th; 



i*ove does on boux ner lips tor ever ltray, 
And fows and reaps a thoufand kifTes there: 
In all her outward parts Love *s always feen j 
But oh ! he never went within. 

Within, Love's foes, his greateft foes, abide, 
Malice, Inconftancy, and Pride : 

So, the earth's face trees, herbs, and flowers, do 
With other beauties numberlefs $ 

But at the centre darknefs is, and hell ; 

There wicked fpirits, and there the damned, dvs 

With me, alas ! quite contrary it fares 5 
Darknefs and death lie in my weeping eyes, 
Defpair and palenefs in my face appears, 
And grief, and fegr, Love's greateil enemies $ 
But, like the Perfian tyrant, Love within 
Keeps his proud court, and ne'er is feen. 

•Oh ! take my heart, and by that means you '11 
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GLAD ALL. IN WHITE. 

^AIREST thing that fhines below, 

Why in this robe doft thou appear f ' 
fould'ft thou a. white mofl; perfect fhow*. 
hou rauft at all no garment wear : 
hou wilt feem. much whiter fo,. 
han winter when 'tis clad with fnow. 

Pis not the linen fhews fo fair ; 

cr fkin fhines through , and makes it bright r 

o clouds themfelves like funs appear, 

rhen the fun pierces them with light : 

>, lilies in a glafs inclofe, 

he glafs will feem as white as thofe. 

hou now one heap of beauty art $ 
ought outwards, or within, is foul*. 
ondenfed beams make every part $ 
"hy body's cloathed like thy foul j 
by foul, which does itfelf difplay,. 
ike a ftar plac'd i' th* milky-way. 

jch robes the faints departed wear,, 
fovea all with light divine ; 
ich their exalted bodies are, 
nd with fuch full glory mine : 
it they regard not mortals* pain $ 
ien gray, I fear, to both in. vain. 



V** 



z 3 8 cowLfivs Poems. 

Yet, feeing thee fo gently pure, * 

My hopes will heeds continue ft ill $ 
Thou woulcTft not take this garment, Aire, 
When thou hadft an intent to kill ! 
Of peace and yielding who would doubt* 
When the white flag he fees hung out ? 

LEAVING ME, AND THEN LOVIN& MANY* 

SO men, who once have caft the troth away, 
Forfook by God, do ftrange wild lufts obey | 
So the vain Gentiles, when they left t' adore 
One Deity, could not flop at thoufands more : 
Their zeal was fenfelefs lira it, and boundlefs, grown | 
They worfliip'd many a beaft and many a ftone. 
Ah, fair apoftate ! couldft thou think to flee 
From Truth and Goodnefs, yet keep unity ? 
I reign'd alone $ and my bleft felf could call 
The univerfal monarch of her all. 
Mine, mine, her fair Eaft-Indies were above, 
Where thofe funs rift that chear the world of* Love ; 
Where beauties mine like gems of richeft price $ 
Where coral grows, and every breath is fpice ; 
Mine too her rich Weft-Indies were below, 
Where mines of gold and endlefs treafures grew. 
But, as when the Peihean conqueror dy'd, 
Many fmall princes did his crown divide $ 
So, fmce my love his vanquiuVd world forfook, 
Murder' d by poifons from her falfehood took, 
An hundred petty kings claim each their part, 
A&t rend that glorious empire of her heart. 

MY 
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MY HEART DISCOVERED, 

T E R body is fo gently bright, 
• A Clear and tranfparent to the fight 
-lear as fair cryftal to the view, 
et foft as that, ere ftone it grew) 
hat through her flefh, methinks, is fcen. 
he brighter foul that dwells within : 
ur eyes the fubtile covering pafs, 
nd fee that lily through its glafs. 
through her breaft her heart efpy, 
s fouls in hearts do fouls defcry : 
fee 't with gentle motions beat j 
fee light in *t, but find no heat. 
Vithin, like angels in the flcy, 
. thoufand gilded thoughts do fly ; 
'noughts of bright and nobleft kind, 
air and chafte as mother-mind, 
ut oh! what other heart is there, 
fhich fighs and crouds to her^s fo near ? 
Pis all on flame, and does J like fire, 
o that, as to its' heaven, afpire ! 
'he wounds are many in 't and deep $ 
till jdoes it bleed, and itill does weep l 
iThofe-ever wretched heart it be, 
cannot choofe but grieve to fee : 
Ifhat pity in my breaft does reign ! 
lethinks I feel too Sill its pain, 

% " ' ' ' 
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So torn, and fo dcfac'd, it lies, 

That it cuul J ne'er be known by th* eyes $ 

But oh ! at Iaii J h :?.rd it groan, 

And knew by th* voice that 'twas mine owxu 

So poor Alcione, wlien (he fnw 

A fliipwreckMTJody towards her draw, 

Beat by the waves, let fall a tear, 

Which only then did pity wear : 

But, when the corpfc on (hore were caff,, 

Which flie her hufband found at laft, 

What (hould the wretched widow do ? 

Grief chang'd her (trait ; away (he flevjr, 

Turn'd to a bird ; and fo at lad (hall t 

Both from roy murder' d heart and murderer fly- 



ANSWER TO THE PLATONICKS. 

SO angels love ; fo let them love for me j 
When I 'm all foul, fuch (hall my love too be t 
Who nothing^ here but like a fpirit would do, 
In a (liort time, believe 't, .will be one too. 
But, (hall our love do what in beafts we fee ? 
Ev'n beafts eat too, but not fo well as we : 
And you as juftly might in third refufe 
The ufe of wine, becaufe beafts water ufe : 
They tafte thofe pleafures as they do their food j 
Undrefs'd they take, 't, devour it raw and crude : 
Bat to us men, Love cooks it at his (ire, 
AacL adds the poignant fauce ofmarp defire* 
* 3 Beafb, 
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ids do the fame : 'tis true ; but ancient Fame 
rs, Gods themfelves turned beafts to do the fame* 
le Thunderer, who, without the female bed, 
uld Goddefles bring-forth from out his head, 
ofe rather mortals this way to create 5 
much he 9 efteem'd his pleafure 'bove his ft ate. 
: talk of Ares which ihine, but never burn j 
this cold world they *ll hardly ferve our turn j 
\ ufelefs to defpairing lovers grown, 
i lambent flames to men V th' frigid zone, 
le fun does his pure fires on earth beftow 
ith nuptial warmth, to bring-forth things below j, 
ch is Love's nobleft and divine ft heat, 
lat warms like his, and does, like his, beget, 
ft you call this ; a name to your's more juft* 
an inordinate defire be luft : 
gmalion, loving what none can enjoy, 
ore luftful was, than the hot youth of Troy. 

THE* VAIN LOVE. 

.oving one firft becaufe me could love Nqborfy, 
afterwards loving her with Defire. 

V HAT -new-found witchcraft was in thee, 
Witli thine own cold to kindle me r 
range art ! like him that mould dcvife 
> make a burning-glafs ef ice : 
hen winter fo, the plants would harm, 
r fnow itfelf does keep them warm. ; 

Vox,. I. R *W 
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Fool that I was ! who, haying found 
A rich and funny diamond, 
Admir'd the hardnefs of the ftone, 
But not the light with which it fhone r 
Your brave and haughty fcorn of all 
Was (lately and monarchical. 
All gentlenefs, with that efteenTd, 
A dull and ilavifh virtue feem'd j 
Should'ft thou have yielded then to me, 
Thou Mft loft what I moft lov'd in thee j 
For who would ferve one, whom he fees 
That he can conquer if he pleafe ? 
It far'd with me, as if a flare 
In triumph led, that does perceive 
With what a gay majeftic pride 
His conqueror through the ftreets does ride, 
Should be contented with his woe, 
Which makes up fuch a comely (how. 
I fought not from thee a return, 
But without hopes or fears did buxn j 
My covetous paflion did approve 
The hoarding-tip, not ufe, of love* 
My love a kind of dream wa$ grown, 
A foolim, but a pleafant one ; 
Jrom which I "m waken'd now* but, oh ! 
Prifoners to die are waken'd fo j 
For now th* effe&* of loving are 
Nothing but longings, with defpair « 
Defpair, whofe torments no men, fare, 
But lovers and the daimfd, endure* 
3 



.- THE* VAm XOVEi ^ a** 

orn I doated once ujkm> 

ca for affbclioii | -, ■ .. . • ■ 

»ce, alas ! too much 'tis provNj, - ' v \T 

jet twas fomething that I ltv'4 1 : . : /-* 

tiy deftres arc worfc, and fly 

impofllbility : '" ' ' " - " ' J " / 

s, which, whilft ib high they foar, 

roud as that I lov'd before. 

lover can like me complain, 

irft lov'd vainly, next in vain ! 

THE S O U t. • • 

line eyes do e'er declare ""'' ; • 

ey Ve feen a fecond thing that *s fair? ' '' 
s, that they have mufick rbttnd, 
i thy voice, in any found j 
tafte do ever meet, * ■ * • 

thy kifs, with aught that *s facet* ■■ *" r: . r * '■ 
abu fed touch allow ' . . ;. ?> 

: to be fmooth, or fbft, ' but you $ ■ ' - • - : ■''* - ri ' ' 
t feafonable fprings, . ' <•-..•:■** 

Eaftern fummer, brings, • r •■'■-■*■ 

' fmell perfuade at sill : u "• • ' ■" • • 

perfume, but thy breathy to call j 
ny fenfes* objects be 
n tracked into thee, 
> through thee more 'Mwcrful pafs,;' 
ims do through 'a burning-glafs j ».-•'. -:: 
:hing8 that in nature are :<: l ' •*•■' - 

f#ft, orfweet, or fair, "^ • *• ■« 7 • 

R »■'• ■■■-' v.= Bt 
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Be not in thee fo* epitomis'd, 

That nought material 's not comprised $ 

May I as worthiefs fcern to thee 

At all, but thou, appears to me I 

If I ever anger know, 

Till fome wrong be done, to you ; 

If Gods or Kfngs my envy move, 

Without their crowns crownM by thy love 

If ever I an hope, admit, 

Without thy image ftamp'd on it $ 

Or any fear,, till I. begin 

To find that you 're concerned therein j, 

If a joy e'er come to roe,. 

That taftes of any thing but tbee 9 

If any forrow touch my mind, 

WhiHt you are well, and not unkind j. 

If I a minute's fpace debate, 

Whether I mall curfe and hate 

The things beneath thy hatred fall, 

Though all the world, myfelf and alL$ 

And for love— if ever L 

Approach to it again fo nigh, 

As to allow a toleration. 

To the leaft glimmering inclination :. 

If thou alone doft not control 

All thofe tyrants of my foul, 

And to thy beauties ty'ft them fo,. 

That conftant they as- habits grow $ 

If any paflion of my heart, 

Jfy any force, or any art > : ^ 



8e brought to move one ftep from thee, 
May'ft thoti no paffion have for me 1 

If my bufy* Imagination, 

Do not thee in all things faftuon ) 

So that all fair fpecies be 

Hieroglyphic marks of thee ; 

If when (he her fports does keep 

(The lower foul being alj afteep) 

She play one dream, with all her art, 

Where thou haft not the longeft part $ 

If aught get place in ray remembrance, 

Without vfome badge of thy refemblance— • 

So that thy parts become tome 

A. kind of art of memory ;—* 

[f my Underftanding do 

Seek any knowledge but of you j 

[f (he do near thy body prize 

Ker bodies of philosophies ; 

[f (he to tne Will do (hew 

Aught defirable but you; 

}r, if thatwould not rebel, 

>hould me another do&rine'tell | 

f my Will do not refign '■" 

Ul her liberty to thine j , V 

f (he would not follow thet, \ 

Though Fate and thott fhould'ft difagrec $ 

\.ndVif (for I a curfe will give, 

uch as ihall force thee to believe) ; 

Ay foul be not entirely thine ; 

fay thy dear body ne'er be mine I 

R * , THB 
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THE PASSIONS. 

FROM Hate, Fear, Hope, Anger, and Envy, fit 
And all the paiuons elfe that be r 
In vain I boaft of liberty, 
In Tain this ftate a freedom call ; 
Since I have Love, and Love is all * 
Sot that I am, who think it fit to brag 
That I have no difcafe betides the plague 1 

So in a zeal the font of Ifrael 

Sometimes upon their itfolt fell r 
And they depoft'd the power* of heU ^ 
Baal and Aftarte down they threw, 
And Acharon and Moteclr too : 

All this imperfect piety did no good, 
- Whilft yet, alas ! the calf of Bethel AoodV 

Fondly I boaft, that I have dreft my vine 

With painful art, and that the wine? 
Is of a tafte rich and divine j 
Since Love, by mixing Doifbn there* 
Has made it worfe than vinegar. 
* Love ev'n the tafte of Ne&ar changes fi>, 

That Gods chufe rather water here belo^. 

Fear, Anger, Hope, all pa&ons elfe that be> 
Drive this one tyrant but of me, 
And pra&ife all your tyranny 1 
The change of ills fome good will dor 
Th' oppreiTed wretched Indians fa. 
Being flaves by the great Spanifh monarch made. 
Call in the States of Holland to their aid. 

WISDO 
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WISDOM. 

I S mighty wife thai; you would now be thought, 
With your grave rules from mufty mortis brought} 
igh which fome ftreaks too of divinity ran, 
of Monk and partly Puritan 3 
tedious repetitions too you 'ave ta'tn 
the name of vanity in vain. 
;s» which, I take it, friend, you 'd ne'er recite, 
i me I love but fay t* you, " Come at night." 
rifeft king refus'd all pleafures quite, 
Vifdom from above did him enlight.; 
vhen that gift his ignorance did remove,, 
res he chofe, and friae'd them all in love, 
if by' event the counfels may be feen, 
Wifdom 'twas that brought the fouthern queen ; 
k me not, like a gpod old wife, to know 
/holeforae nature of all plants that grow ; 
id fo far from her own country roam, 
tre fcald-heads and broken -fhins. at home : 
ime for that, which more befits all wives, 
.it «f giving, not of favmg, lives. 
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THE DESPAIR. 

BENEATH this gloomy made, 
By Nature only for mv forrows made, 
I "11 fpend this voice in cries j 
In tears I '11 wade thefe eyes, 
By Love fo vainly fed : 
So Luft, of old, the Deluge puniraed. 

" Ah, wretched youth !" faid I $ 
" Ah, wretched youth !" twice did I fadly cry j 
«' Ah, wretched youth !" the fields and floods reply. 

When thoughts of Love I entertain, 
I meet no words but " Never/' and " In vain." 
"'Never," alas i that dreadful name 
Which fuels the internal flame : 
" Never" my time to come muft wafte j 
«* In vain," torments the prefent and the paft. 

" In vain, in vain," faid I ; 
" In vain, in vain I" twice did I fadly cry j 
" In vain, in vain !" the fields and floods reply* 

No more (hall fields or floods do fo j 
For I to (hades more dark and filent go t 

All this world's noife appears to me 

A dull, ill-a&ed comedy : 

No comfort to my wounded fight, 
In the fun's bufy and impertinent light. 

Then down I laid my head, 
Down on cold earth ; and for a while was dead, 
And my freed foul to arrange fomewhere fled. 
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« Ah, fottira Soul l" faid I, 
Mien back to* its cage again I faw it fly $ 

" Fool, to refume her broken chain, 

" And row her galley here again 1 

4t Fool, to that body to return 
Where it condemned and deftin'd is to burn t 

" Once dead, how can it be, 
Death mould a thing fo pleafant feem to thee, 
That thou (hould'ft come to lire it o'er again in me ?'• 



THE WISH. 

VE L L then j I now do plainly fee 
This bufy world and I fhall ne'er agree | 
le very honey of all earthly joy 

Does of all meats the fooneft cloy ; 
And they, methinks, deferve my pity, 
10 for it can endure the ftings, 
e crowd, and buz, and murmurings, 
Of this great hive, the city. 

Ah, yet, ere I defcend to th* grave, 
ly I a finall houfe and large garden have t 
d a few friends, and many books, both true, 

Both wife, and both delightful too ! 

And, fince love ne'er will from me flee, 
niftrefs moderately fair, 
d good as guardian-angels are, 

Only belov'd, and loving me ( 

Ob, 



*5» COWLEY'S POEMS. 

Oh, fountains ! when in you mall I 
Myfelf, ea*M of unpeacefu-1 thoughts, efpy ? 
Oh fields.! oh wood* I when, when (halt I be r 

The happy tenant of your fhade ? 

Here 's the fpring-head of plcafurc r s flood 
Where all the riches lie, that fhe 

Has coin'd and ftamp-'d for good* 

Pride and ambition here, 
Only in far-fetch'd metaphors appear ; 
Here nought but winds can hurtful murmurs fc 

And nought but echo flatter. 

The Gods, when they defcended, hither 
From heaven did always chufe their way $ 
And therefore we may boldly fay, 

That *tis the way too thither. 

How happy here (hould I, 
And one dear She, live, And embracing die ? 
She, who is all the worid, and .can exclude 

In defarts folitnde. 

I ihould have then this only fear— 
Left men, when they ray pleafures fee, 
Should hither throng to live like me. 

And fo make a city here. 



N 
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MY DIET. 

W, by my Love, tne greateft oath that it, 
None love* you half (6 well as 1 1 

1 do not afk your love for this j 

ut for Heaven's fake believe me, or I die* 

No fervant e'er but did de&rve 
is mafter mould believe that he does ferve | 
ad I *11 aik no more wages, though I ftare* 

"is no luxmdons diet this, and Aire 

I (hall not by 't too lufty prove y 

Yet (hall it willingly endure, 
*t can but keep together life and love* 

Being your prifoner and your Have, 

I do not feafts and banquet* look to have; 
little bread and water *s all I crave- 

i a figh of pity I a year can lrve> 

One tear will keep me twenty, at leaft j 
Fifty, a gentle look will give ; 

a hundred yea** on one kind word I *ll feaft t 
A thoufand more will added be, 

you an inclination have for me £ 

id all beyond is vaft eternity ! 



THl 
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THE THIEF. 

THOU robb'ft my days of butinefs «nd deligJ 
Of deep thou robb'ft my nights } 
Ah, lovely thief ! what wilt thou do ? 
What? rob me of heaven too ? 
Thou ev'n my prayers doft fteal from me$ 
And I, with wild idolatry. 
Begin to God, and end them all to thee. 

Is it a fin to love, that it (hould thus, 

Like an ill confeience torture us ? 
Whate'er I do, where'er I go, 
(None guiltlefs e'er was haunted (b !) 
Still, ftill, methinks, thy face I view. 
And ftill thy fhape does me purftte, 

As ifj not you me, but I had murder* d you. 

From books I ftrive fome remedy to take, 
But thy name all the letters make $ 
Whate'er 'tis writ, I find That there, 
Like points and comma's every where s 
Me bleft for this let no man hold) 
For I, as Midas did of old, 

Perifh by turning every thing to gold. 

What do I feek, alas ! or why do I 

Attempt in vain from thee to fly ? 

For making thee my deity; * 

I gave thee then ubiquity. 

My pains refemble hell in this ; 

The divine prefence there too is, 
But to torment men, not to give them blifi. 

AI 
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ALL-OVER LOVE. 

TI S well, 'tis well with them, fay I, 
Whofe ihort-liv'd paflions with themfelves can 

die: 
For none can be unhappy, who, 
'Midft all his ills, a time does know 
Though ne'er fo long) when he fhall not be fo. 

Whatever parts of me remain, 
hofe parts .will ftill the love of thee retain} 

For 'twas not only in my heart, 

But, like a God, by powerful art 
was all in all, and all in every part. 

My' affe&ion no more perifh can 
Eian the firft matter that compounds a man* 

Hereafter, if one duft of me 

Mix'd with another's fubftance be, 
will leaven that whole lump with love of thee* 

Let Nature, if fhe plea/e, difperfe 

y atoms over all the univerfej 
At the laft they eafily fhall 
Themfelves know, and together caUj 

ir thy love, like a mark, is ftamp'd on all* 



LOVE 
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b V E AND LIF& 

NO Wj fure, within this twelvemonth paft, 
I *ave lov'd at leaft Tome twenty years or re 
Th* account of Love runs much moite raft 
Than that with which our life does fcore ; 
So, though my life be fhort, yet I may pfo>e 
The great Methuiklem of Love. 

Not that Love's hours or minutes are 
Shorter than thole our being *s meafuf "d by ; 

But they Ve more clefe compacted faiy 

And fo in lencr room do lie : 
Thin airy things extend themfelves in (pace* 

Things (olid take up little place. 

Yet Love, alas ! and Life, in me. 
Are not two feveral things, but purely one 4 

At once how can there in it be 

A double, different motion ? 
O yes', there may j for fo the felf-fame fan 

At once dees flow andfwiftly run v 

Swiftly his daily joursey he goes, 
But treads his annual with a ftatelier pace 5 

And does three hundred rounds encloic 

Within one yearly circle's (pace ; 
At once, with double courfe in the fame fphere, 

He runs the day, and walks the year. 
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When Soul does to myfelf refer, 
1 Tis then my life, and does but (lowly more 3 

But when it does relate to her, 

It fwiftly flies, and then is Love. 
We's my diurnal courfe, divided right 

Twixt hope and fear— my day and night* 

TH£ BARGAIN. 

TAKE heed, take heed, thou lovely maid, 
Nor be by glittering ills betray'd ; 
Thyfelf for money! oh, let no man know 
The price of beauty fallen fo low ! 
What dangers oaght'ft thou not to dread, 
tVhcn Love, that *t blind, is by blind Fortune fed ? 

The foolim Indian, that fells 

His precious gold for beads and bells, 
loes a more wife and gainful traffick hold, 

Than thou, who feU'ft thyfelf for gold* . 

What gains in fuch a bargain are ? 
e *lr in thy .mine* dig better *reafar«* |ur. 

Can gold, alas I with thee compare ? 

The fun, that makes it, 's not fo fasr ; 
he^fun, which can nor make nor ever fee 

A thing £0 Deautiful as thee, 

In all the journeys he does pafs, 
bough the fcaftnrM him for a Uofcing-gbfe 

Bold 
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Bold was the wretch that cheapened thee ; 

Since Magus, none Co bold as he : 
Thou *rt fo divine a thing, that thee to buy 

Is to be counted fimony ; * 

Too dear he *U find his fordid price 
Has forfeited that and the Benefice. 

If it be lawful thee to buy, 

There *s none can pay that rate but I;.., 
Nothing on earth a fitting price can be, 

But what on earth 's moll like .to thee j 

And that my heart does only bear 5 
For there thyfelf, thy very felf is there. 

So much thyfelf does in me live. 
That, when it for thyfelf I give, 
*Tis but to change that piece of gold for this* 

Whofe (tamp and value equal is ; 
And, that full weight too may be had, 
My foul and body, two grains more, 1 Ml add. 

THE LONG LIFE. 

LOVE from Time's wings hath ftol*n the feathei 
He has, and put them to his own $ 
For hours of late as long as days endure, 
And very minutes hours are grown. 

The various motions of the turning year 

Belong not now at all to me : 
Each fumn*er*s night does Lucy's now appear* 

Each winter's day St, Barnaby, 
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How long a fpace fincc firft I JovM it is ! 

To look into a glafs I fear \ 
And am furpriz'd with wonder when I mifs 

Grey-hairs and wrinkles there. 

Th' old Patriarchs* age, and not their happinefs too,. 

Why does hard Fate to us rcftore ? 
Why does Love's fire thus to mankind renew, 

What the Flood wauYd away before ? 

Sure thofe are happy people that complain 

O* th* fhortnefs of the days of man : 
Contract mine, Heaven ! and bring them back again. 

To th* ordinary fpan. 

If when your gift, long life, I difapprove, 

I too ingratcful feem to be 5 * 

Punifli me juftly, Heaven ! make her to love, 
And then 'twill be too fhort for. me. 

COUNSEL. 

n^ENTLY, ah gently, madam, touch 

^* The wound which you yourfelf have made } 

That pain muft needs be very much, 

Which makes me of your hand afraid.. 
Cordials of pity give me now, 
For I too weak for purglngs grow.. 

Do but awhile with patience ftay 

(For counfel yet will do no good) 
Till time, and reft, and Heaven, allay 

The violent burnings of my blood % 
Vol. L. Sl Fon 
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For what cffcft from this can flow, 
To chide men drunk, for being fo f 

Perhaps the phyfick 's good you give, 
But ne'er to me can ufeful prove j 

Medicines may cure, but not revive ; 

And I *ra not fick, but dead in love* 

In Love's hell, not his world, am I $ 

At once I live, am dead, and die. 

What new-found rhetorick is thine ! 

Ev'n thy diffttafions me perAiade, 
A»d thy great power doe9 cleareft {hint, 

When thy commands are dilbbey'd. 
In vain thou bid'ft me to forbear, y 
Obedience were rebellion here. 

Thy tongue comes in, as if it meant 

Againit thine eyes t* affift my heart.; 

But different far was his intent, 

For (trait the traitor took their part : 

And by this new. foe I 'm bereft 

Of all that little which was left. 

The acl, I.muft confers, was wife, 
As a difhoneft a& could be : 

Well knew the tongue, alas ! your eyes 
Would be too ftrong for that and me j 

And part o* th' triumph chofe tQ get, 

Rather than be a part of it. 
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VED TO BE BELOVED 

e, I 'arc lov'd already three or four, 
mall three or four hundred more j 
e each fair-one that I fee, 
ne at lad that (hall love me. 

ly Canaan be, the fatal foil 
ds my wanderings and my toil « 
le there, and happy grow 3 
does with milk and honey flow* 

rembles fo, and rums about, 
he northern point find out j 
ftant then and fixM does prove, 
lis dearcft pole as foon may move* 

y veffel torn and (htpwreck'd be, 
: forth again to fea t 
more abroad fliall roam, 
>uld next voyage bring the Indies home* 

areat in love, and labour yet, 
competency get 5 

i (lothful fools who leave a trade, 
loderate fortune by 't have made, 

not j gire mc one 
perpetually upon 5 
fon Love does to us fit t 
has the tafte of all in it, 

St TH? 
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THE SAME. 

FO R Heaven's fake, what <T you mean to do ?.* 
Keep me, or let me go, one of the two j 
Youth and warm hours let me not idly lofe, 

The- little time that Love does chufet 

If always here I muft not ftay, 

'Let me be gone whilft yet 'tis day; 
Left I, faint and benighted, lofe my way. . 

Tis difraal, one fo long to love 
In vain ; till to love more as vain muft prove 5 T 
To hunt fo long on nimble prey, till we 

Too weary to take others be : 

Alas ! 'tis folly to remain, 

And wafte our army thus in vain, 
Before a city which wilL ne'er, be ta'en. . 

At federal hopes wifely to fly,. 
Ought not to be efteem'd inconftancy 5 , 
'Tis more inconftant always to purfue 

A thing that always flies from you ; 

For that at laft may meet a bound, 

But no end can to this be found, 
'Tis nought but a perpetual fmitlefs rounds 

When it does hafdnefs meet, and pride, . 
My love does then rebound t* another fide $ 
But, if it aught that 's foft and yielding hit,. 

It lodges there, and ftays in it. 

Whatever 'tis- (hall firft love me, 

That it my heaven may truly b« j 
I &?.!! be Cure to give 't eternity. 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

BY Heaven, I '11 tell her boldly that 'tis (he J 
Why (hould (he afhanVd or angry be, 
To be betov'd by me ? 
The Gods may give their altars o'er j 
They '11 fmoak but feldom any more, 
If none but happy men mud them adore. 

The lightning, "which tall oaks oppofe in vain, 

To ftrike fometimes does not difdain 

The humble furres of the. plain. 

She being fo high, and I fo low, 

Her power by this does greater (how, 

Who at fuch diftance gives fo fare a blow*. 

Compared with her, all things fo worthlefs prove, 
That nought on earth can towVds her move* 
Till *t be exalted by her love. 
Equal -to her, alas ! there *s none ; 
She like a Deity -is grown j 
That muft create, -or elfe muft be alone. 

If there be man who thinks himfelf fo high, 
As to pretend equality, 

He dcferves her lefs than I J 
For he' would cheat for his relief: 
And one would give, with lefler grief, 
P an undeserving beggar than a thief. 

S 3 AGAINST 
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AGAINST FRUITION. 

NO 5 thou % n a fool, I '11 fwear, if Ver thou gri 
Much of my veneration thou muft want, 
When once thy "Jcindnefs puts my ignorance out * 
For a learn'd age is always leaft devout. , 

Keep ftill thy diftance j for at pnee to me 
Goddefs and woman too thoutanft not be : 
Thou 'rt queen of all that fees thee, and as fuch 
Muft neither tyrannize nor yield too much ; 
Such freedoms give as may admit command, 
But keep the forts and magazines in hand. 
Thou 'rt yet a whole world to me, and doft fill - 
My large ambition ; but 'tis dangerous ftill, • 
Left I like the Pellaean prince ihould'bo, 
And weep for other worlds, having conquered that 
When Love has taken all thou haft away, 
His ftrength by too much riches will decay. 
Thou in my fancy doll much higher ftand, 
Than women can be plac'd by Nature's hand $ 
And I muft needs, I 'm fure, a lofer be,. 
To change thee, as thou *rt there, for very thee. 
Thy fweetnefs is fo much within me plac'd, 
That, (hould'ft thou ne&ar give, 'twould fpojl the 
Beauty at firft moves wonder and' delight.; 
*Tis Nature's juggling trid£Jo cheat the fight. 
We' admire it whilft unknown"; but after, more 
Admire ourftlves for liking it before. 
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Love, like a greedy hawk, if we give way, 
Does over-gorge himfelf with his own prey 5 
Of* very hopes a furfeit he "11 fuftain, 
Unlefs by fears he caft them up again : 
His fpirit and fweetnefs dangers keep aJone | 
If once he lofe his fting, he grows a drone. 

LOVE UNDISCOVERED. 

SOME others may with fafety tell 
The moderate flames which in them dwell j 
And either find fome medicine there, 
Or cure tbemfelves ev'n by defpair $ 
My love *s fo great, that it might prove 
Dangerous to tell her that I love. 
So tender is my wound, it muft not bear 
Any falute, though of the kindeft air. 

I would not have hei know the pain, 

The torments, for her I fuftain $ 

Left too much goodnefs make her •throw* 

Her love upon a fate too low. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! my life mould be 

Wcigh'd with her leait conveniency : : 
No, let me perifli rather with my grief, 
T2ian, to her disadvantage, find relief ! 

Yet when t die, my laft breath mall . 
Grow bold, $jj&d plainly tell her all : 
Like covetous\men, who ne'er defcry 
Their 4car hid-fljgifures till they die. 

S. 4 Ah, 
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Ah, faireft maid I how will it cheer 

My ghoft, to get from thee a tear ! 
But take heed $ for if me thou pitieft then, 
Twenty to one but I (hall live again. 

THE GIVEN HEART. 

1 Wonder what thofe lovers mean, who fay 
They *ave given their hearts away : 
Some good kind lover, tell me how j 
For mine is but a torment to me now. 

If fo it be one place both hearts contain. 

For what do they complain ? 

What courtefy can Love do more, 
Than to join hearts that parted were before t 

Woe to her ftubborn heart, if once mine come 

Into the felf-fame room $ 

'Twill tear and blow up all within, 
Like a granado (hot into' a magazine. 

Then (hall Love keep the afhes and torn parts 
Of both our broken-hearts 5 
Shall out of both one new one make, 

From her's th* allay, from mine the metal, take* 

For of her heart he from the flames will find 

But little left behind : 

Mine only will remain entire j 
.No draft was there, to.perifti in the fire, 

THE 
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THE PROPHET. 

rIACH me to love ! go teach thyfelf more wit^ 
I chief profeffor am of it. 

Teach craft to Scots, and thrift to Jews, 

Teach boldnefs to the ftews 5 
tyrants 1 courts teach fupple flattery $ 
;ach Jefuits, that have travel'd far, to lye ? 

Teach fire to burn, and winds to blow. 

Teach reftlefs fountains how to flow, 

Teach the dull earth fixt to abide, 
sach woman-kind inconftancy and pride : 
e if your diligence here will ufeful prove ^ 
it, pr'ythee, teach not me to love. 

lie God of Love, if fuch a thing there be, 

May learn to love from me j 

He who does boaft that he has been 

In every heart fince Adam's Fin ; 
11 lay my life, nay miftrefs, on 't, that 's more, 
'11 teach him things he never knew before j 

I '11 teach him a receipt, to make 

Words that weep, and tears that fpeak ; 

I '11 teach -him fighs, like thofe in death, 
t which the fouls go out too with the breath i 
ill the foul ftays, yet ftill does from me run, 

As light and heat does with the fun. 

M J who Love's Columbus am ; 'tis I 
Who muft new worlds in it defcry z 

Rich 
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Rich worlds, that yield of treafure more 
Than a)i that has been known before. 
And yet like his, I fear, my fate muft be, 
To find them out for othexs, not for me. 
Me times to come, I know it, {hall 
Love's lad and greatest prophet call ; 
But, ah I what '& that, if (he refuie, 
To hear the whole&me do&rines of my M.ufe i 
If to my mare the prophet's fate muft *ome-*- 
Hereafter fame, here martyrdom? 



T H ERESOLUTIO N. 

TH E devil take thofe foolilh men 
Who gave you firft fuch powers 5 
We ftood on even grounds till then $ 
If any odds? creation made it ours. 

Kor (hame, let thefe weak chain* be broke 5 
Let 's our flight bonds, like Samfon,. tear j 
And nobly caft away that yoke, 

Which we nor*>uj forefathers e'er coulji bear.. 

French laws forbid the female reign * 
Yet Love does them to Aavepy draw : 
Alas t' if we '11 our rights maintain, 

*Tis all m?nkiad muft make » Saline la*j. 



GAL LEI 



GILL ED I N C O N ST AKT, 

[T A ! ha 1 you think you -vc kili'd my ftroe,; 
' * By this not underftood, yet common, name ; 
t name that 's full and proper, when*af&gn'd* 

Tp woman*kind j 

But, when you call us fp> 
I can at beft but for a metaphor go. 

Can you the wore inconftant call, 
Vhich ft ill, as waves pafs by, embraces all j 
That had as lief 'the fame waves always love, 

Did they not from him move ? 

Or can you fault with pilots find 
?br changing courfe, yet never blame the wind ? 

Since, drunk with vanity, you fell r 
The things turn round to you that ffcdfafl: dweJJ *. 
And you yourfelf, who from us take your flight,. 

Wonder to find us out of fight. 

So the fame error leizes you, 
ta men in -motion think the trees move too. 



THE W EL, C O M E. 

GO, let the fatted calf b* kiU'd j. 
My prodigal *t come home at JanV 
With noble refolutions fillM, 
fad fiii'd with fonow for the paft : 

No 
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No more will burn with love or wine $ 
But quite has left his women and his fwine. 

Welcome, ah ! welcome, my poor heart ! 

Welcome 1 I little thought, I '11 fwear 
('Tit sow fo long fince we did part) 

Ever again to fee thee here : 
. Dear wanderer ! fince from me you fled, 
3Iow often have I heard that thou wert deadl 

-Haft thou not found each woman's bread 
(The lands where thou haft travelled) 

^Either by favages pofleft, 
Or wild and uninhabited ? 
What joy could'ft take, or what reprfe, 
In comntries fo uneiviliz'd as thofe ? 

Xuft, the fcorching dog-ftar, here 
Rages with immoderate heat $ 

Whilft pride, the nigged Northern bear, 
In others makes the cold too great : 
And, where thefe are temperate known, 

The foil 's all barren fand or rocky ftone. 

When once or twice you chanc'd to view 

A rich, well-govern'd heart, 
Xike China, it admitted you 

But to the frontier-part. 

From Paradife fhut for evermore, 
What good is 't that an angel kept the door? 
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fare the pride, and the diftlain, 

d vanities, with beauty join'd ;, 

r had feen this heart again, 

my fair-one had been kind : 

r dove, but once let loofe, I douBt 

cT ne'er return, had not the fiood been out. 

HE HEART FLED AGAIN* 

LSE, foolifli heart I didft thou not fty, 
That thou would'ft never leave me more ?• 
d ! again 'tis fled away,, 
ed as far from me as before, 
trove to bring it back again j 
d and hollow'd after it in vain; 

Co the gentle Tyrian dame, 

ten neither grief nor love prevail, , 

he dear obje& of her flame, 

1 ingrateful Trojan, hoift his fail : 

>ud flie call'd to him to ftay $ 

rind bore him and her loft words away.. 

loleful Ariadne fo, 
the wide more forfaken flood: 
fe Thefeus, whither doft thou go ?" 
r falfe Thefeus cut the flood. 
Bacchus came to her relief^ 
us himfelf \ too weak to eafe my grief. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! fenfelcfs heart, to take ft© reft, 

But travel thus eternally ! 
Thus to be frozen in every brevft I 

And to be fcorch'd in every eje ? 

Wandering about like wretched Gain, 
Thruft-out,.ili-»tis , d, by all,- out hy «one flaiii f 

Well, fmcc thou wilt not .here remain, 

I '11 «*en te liv6 without thee try j 
My head mall take the greater pain, 

And all thy duties mail fuppty i 

I can more eafily live, I know, 
Without thee, than without a miftrefs thou. 

W O M E K: S 8 UP.E R-S T I TM N, 

/~YR I *jn a very? dunce, o^wdmari-fcirfd 

^-^ Is a moft unintelligible thing : 
T[ can no fenfe nor no contexture find, 
Nor their loofe parts' to niethod bring: 
I know not what the karri'd may fee', 
But they 're ftrange Hebrew things to me. 

>3y cuftoms and traditions they live, 
And foolifh ceremonies of* antique date j 
We lovers, new and better doctrines give, 
Yet they, continue ob&inate : 
Preach we, Love's prophets, what we will, 
.Like Jews, they keep their old* law ftlll. 
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Before their mothers* Gods they fondly fall, 
Pain idol -gods, that have no fenfe nor mind : 
Honour *s their Amtaroth, and pride their Baal, 

The thundering Baal of woman-kind a 

With twenty other devils more, 

Which they, as we do them* adore* 

But then, like men both covetous and devout, 
Their coftly fuperfiition loth t^omit— 
And yet more loth to iffue monies out, 

At their own charge to furniih it— 

To thefe expensive Deities 

The hearts* of men they facrifice. ; 

THE SOUL. 

SOME dull philofopher— when Jxe hears me fey 
My foul is. from me fled away, 
Nor .has of latfe inform'd my body hei»e, ' 

But in another's bread does lie, 

That neither. U, nor will be, I, 
As a form fervient and aimting there- 
Will cry, « Abfurd T and aflt me how I live * 

And fyllogifms againft it give. 
A curfe on all your vain philofophies, 

Which on weak Nature's law depend, 

And know not how to comprehend 
Lore -and Religion, thofe great myfteries ! 

Htr 



S7» COW LET'S POEMS; 

Her body is my foul j laugh not at this, 
For by my life I fwear it is. 

'Tis that preferves my being and my breath 5 
From that proceeds all that I do. 
Nay all my thoughts and fpeeches too ; 

And reparation from it is my death. 



H 



TI R * D with the rough denials of my prayer, 
From that hard fhe whom I obey 5 
X come, and find a nymph much gentler here, 
That gives confent to all I fay. 
Ah, gentle nymph ! who lik'ft fo well 
In hollow, folitary caves to dwell 5 
Her heart being fuch, into it go, 
And do but once from thence anfwer me fo ! : 

Complaifant nymph ! who doft thus kindly (hare 

In griefs whofe caufe thou doft not blow j 
Hadft thou but eyes, as well as tongue and ear, 

How much companion wouldft thou fhow! 

Thy flame, whilft living, or a flower, 
Was 6f lefs beauty, and lefs ravifliing power. 

Alas ! I might as eafily 
Paint thee to her, as defcribe her to thee. 

By repercuflion beams engender fire}. 

Shapes by reflection fliapes beget 3 
The voice itfelf, when ftopt, does back*retirey 

And a new voice is made by it*. 
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Thus things by oppofition 
e gainers grow ; ray barren love alone 
Does from her ftony bread rebound, 
>ducing neither image, fire, nor found* 

THE RICH RIVAL. 

"^ H E Y fay you *re angry, and rant mightily, 
» Becaufe I love the fame as you : 

Afas ! you *re very rich, 'tis true j 
it, pr'ythee, fool \ what 's that to Love and me > 

You 'ave land and money, let that ferve j 
id know you 'ave more by that than you deferve, 

hen next I fee my fair-one, (he (hall know 
How worthlefs thou art of her bed j 
And, wretch ! I *11 ftrike thee dumb and dead, 

1th noble verfe not underftood by you f 
Whilft thy fole rhetorick (hall be 

Jointure" and " jewels," and " our friends agree." 

x o* your friends, that doat and domineer j, 

Lovers a* better friends than they i 

Let's thofe in other things obey ; 
tie Fates, and Stars, and Gods, mult govern here. 

Vaia names of blood ! in love let none 
ivife with any blood, but with their own, 

is that which bids me this bright maid adore j, 

m No other thought has had accefs ! 

* Did (he now beg, I *d love no lefs, 
ad, were (he an emprefs, I (hould love no more ; 
Vol. I. T Were 
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Were (he as juft and true to me, 
Ah, Ample foul t what would become of thee ? 

AGAINST HOPE. 

HOPE ! whofe weak being ruin'd is, 
Alike, if it iucceed, and if it mils ; 
Whom good or ill does equally confound, 
And both the horns of Fate's dilemma wound : 
Vain fhadow ! which doft vanifh quite, 
Both at full noon and perfect night ! 
The ftars have not a poflibility 

Of blefiing thee ; 
If things then from their end we happy call, 
'Tis Hope is the moft hopelefs thing of all. 

Hope ! thou bold tafter of delight, 
Who, whilft thou fhould'ft but tafte, devour'ft it quite 
Thou bring'ft us an eftate, yet leav'ft us poor, 
By clogging it with legacies before ! 

The joys which we entire fhould wed, 

Come deflower'd virgins to our bed; 
Good fortunes without gain imported be, 

Such mighty cuftom 's paid to thee. 
For joy, like wine, kept clofe does better tafte 5 
If it take air before, its fpirits wafte. 

Hope ! Fortune's cheating lottery ! 
Where for one prize an hundred blanks there be { 
Fond archer, Hope ! who tak'ft thy aim fb far, 
That ftill or fhort or wide thine arrows are i 

■. «■ 
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Thin, empty cloud, which th' eye deceives 
With fliapes that our own fancy giv*s ! 

i. cloud, which gilt and painted now appears, 
But muft drop prefertlly in tears ! 

Phen thy falfe beams b*«r Reafoh's light prevail* 

y Ignes Fatui for North-ftars We fail. 

Brother of Fear, more gayly clad ! 
'he merrier fool o' th* two, yet quite as mad : 
ire of Repentance '.child of fond Defire t 
'hat blow'ft the enemies', and the lovers', fire, 

Leading them ftill inferifibly* on 

By the ftrange witchcraft df " anon !'• 
y thee the one does changing Nature, through 

Her endlefs labyrinths, purfue j 
ind th' other chaces Woman, whilft (he goes 
lore ways and turns than hunted Nature kn+w$t 

FOR H 6 P fe. 

aO PE ! of all ills that men endure, 
The only cheaf and univerfal cure ! 
"hou captive's freedom* and thou fick man's health i * 
Thou lofer's victory, and tbeu beggar's wealth 1 
Thou manna, which from heaven we tat, 
To every tafte a feveral meat ! 
!*hou ftpng retreat I thou fure-entail'd eftate, 
Vhich nought has power to alienate 1 
rhou pleafant, honed flatterer ! for none 
latter unhappy men, but thou alone ! 

T% Hope! 
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Hope ! thou firft-fruits of happinefs ! 
Thou gentle dawning of a bright fuccefs I 
Thou good preparative, without which our joy- 
Does work too ftrong, and, whilft it cures,; deftroy ! 

Who out of Fortune's reach doit ftand, 

And art a blefling ftill in hand ! 
Whilft thee, her earneft- money, we retain, 

We certain are to gain, 
Whether me 'her bargain break, or elfe fulfil j . 
Thou only good, not worfe for ending ill ! 

Brother of Faith ! 'twixt whom and thee 
The joys of heaven and earth divided be ! 
Though Faith be heir, and have the fixt eftate* 
Thy portion yet in moveables is great. 
Happinefs itfelf 's all one 

In thee, or in poffeffion ! 
Only the future 's thine, the prefent his t 

Thine 's the more hard and noble, blifs t 
Beft apprehender of our joys ! which haft 
So long a reach, and yet canft hold fo faft I 

Hope ! thou fad lovers* only friend I 
Thou Way, that may'ft difpute it with the End t 
For Love, I fear, *s a fruit that does delight 
The tafte itfelf lefs than the fmell and fight. 

Fruition more deceitful is 

Than thou canft be, when thou doft mtft } 
Men leave thee by obtaining, and ftrait flee 

Some other way again to thee $ 
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And that 's a pleafant country, without doubt, 
To which all fooii return that travel out. 



LOVE'S INGRATITUDE, 

I Little thought, thou fond ingrateful fin ! 
When firft I let thee in. 
And gave thee but a part 
In my unwary heart, 
That thou. would*ft e'er have grown 
So falfe or ftrong to make it all thine own. 

At mine own breaft with care I fed thee ftDl* 

Letting thee fuck thy fill ; 

And daintily I nouriuYd thee 

With idle thoughts and poetry 1 

What ill returns doft thou allow !— 
I fed thee then, and thou doft ftarve me now. 

There was a time when thou waft cold and chill* 

Nor hadft the power of doing ill j 

Into my bofom did I take 

This frozen and benumbed fnake, 

Not fearing from it any harm $ 
But now it flings that breaft which made it warm. 

What curfed weed 's this Love ! but one grain fow, 
And the whole field 'twill overgrow j 
Strait will it choak up and devour 
Each wholefome herb and beauteous flower i 

Ti Nay, 
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Nay, unlefs fomething fowl dp, 
'Twill kill, I fear, nay very, laurel toe. 

But now all 's gone— T now, alas ! complain, 

Declare> proteft, and threat, in vain j . . 

Since, by my own unforc'd confent, 

The traitor has my government, 

And is fo fettled in the throne, 
That twere rebellion now to claim mine own* 



THE FRAILTY. 

IKnow 'tis fordid, and 'tis low 
(All this us well as you I know} 
Which I fo hotly now puffug. 
(I know all this a$ well as jfpuj $ 
But, whilft this curfed f^efla I bear, 
And all the weaknefs and the bafenefs there^ 
Alas ! alas ! it will be always fo. 

fij ... 

In Tain, exceedingly in vain, 

I rage fometimes, and bite my chain } 

Yet to what purpoie do J bite 

With teeth which ne'er will break it quite,? 

For, if the chiefef Chriftian, Head 
Was by this fturdy tyrant buffeted, 
What wonder is it if weal; I be flain ? 



COL 
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COLDNESS. 

AS water fluid is, till it do grow 
Solid and fixt by cold $ 
So in warm feafons Love does loofely flow ; 

Froft only can it hold ? 
A woman's rigour and difdain 
Does his fwift courfe reftrain. 
Though conftant and confident now it "be, 

Yet, when kind beams appear, 
It melts, and glides apace into the fea, 

And lofes itfelf there. 
So the fun's amorous play 
Kifles the ice away. 

You may in vulgar loves find always this $ : 

But my fubftantial love l 

Of a more firm and perfect nature is $ 

No weathers can it move : 
Though heat diflblve the ice again, 
The cryftal folid does remain, 

ENJOYMENT. 

THEN like fome wealthy ifland thou (halt lie, 
And like' the fea about it, 1 $ 
Thou, like fair Albion to the failors' fight, 
Spreading her beauteous bofom all in white ; 

Like the kind Ocean I will be, 
With loving arms for ever clafping thee. 

• * - - T4. But 
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But I Ml embrace thee gentlier far than fo j 

As their fcefh banks foft rivers do : 
Nor (hall the proudeft planet boaft a power 
Of making my full love to ebb one hour j 

It never dry or low can prove, 
Whilft thy unwafted fountain feeds my love. 

Such heat and vigour (hall our kifies bear, 
As if like doves we 'engender'd there * 

No bound nor rule my pleafures (hall endure, 

In love there 's none too much an Epicure : 
Nought (hall my hands or lips control 5 

I *11 kifs thee through, I '11 kifs thy very foul. 

Yet nothing but the night our fports (hall know ; 

Night, that 's both blind and filent too 1 
Alpheus found not a more fecret trace, 
His lov'd Sicanian fountain to embrace, 

Creeping fo far beneath the fea, 
Than I will do t* enjoy and feaft on thee. 

Men, out of wifdom ; women, out of pride, 
The pleafant thefts of love do hide : 

That may fecure thee ; but thou 'aft yet from me 

A more infallible fecurity } 

For there 's no danger I mould tell 

The joys which are to me unfpeakable. 



SLEB 
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SLEEP. 

tf vain, thou Arowfy God 1 I thee invoke } 

For thou, who doft from fumes arife~ 
Thou, who man's foul doft overfhade 
With a thick cloud by vapours made— 

nft have no power to (hut his eyes, 
Or paflage of his fpirits to choke, 

hofe flame 's fo pure that it fends up no fmoke. 

t how do tears but from fome vapours rife ? 
Tears, that bewinter all my year ? 

The fate of Egypt I fuftain, 

And never feel the dew of rain, 
From clouds which in the head appear 5 

But all my too much moifture owe 
> overflowings of the heart below. 

iou, who doft men (as nights to colours do) 
Bring all to an equality ! 

Come, thou juft God 1 and equal me 

Awhile to my difdainful She : 
In' that condition let me lie, 

Till Love does me the favour mew s 
ve equals all a better way than you. 

ten never more malt thou b' invoked by me $ 
Watchful as fpirits and Gods I '11 prove : 
Let her but grant, and then will I 
Thee and thy kiniman Death defy ; 
For, betwixt thee and them that love, 

Never will an agreement be 5 
iou fcorn'ftih' unhappy, ami the happy* thee J . 

BEAUTY. 
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BEAUTY. 

BEAUTY! thou wild fantaftic ape r 
Who doft in every country change thy (ha] 
Here black, there brown, here tawny, and then 
Thou flatterer I which comply'ft with every fig] 

Thou Babel, which confound'ft the eye 
With unintelligible variety ! 

Who haft no certain What, nor Where 5, 
But vary'ft ftill, and doft thyfelf declare 
Inconftant, as thy fhe-profeffors are- 

Beauty ! Love's fcene and mafquerade, 
So gay by well-plac v d lights and diftance made 
Falfe coin, with which th' impoftor cheats us ft 
The ftamp and colour good, but irietal ill ! 

Which light 01* bafe we find, when we 
Weigh by enjoyment, and examine thee ! 

For, thougkthy being be but (how, 
*Tis chiefly night which men to thee allow : 
And chufe V enjoy thee, when thou leaft art T 

Beauty ! thou aclive, paflive ill ! 
Which dy'ft thyfelf as faft as thou doft kill ! 
Thou tulip, Who thy ftock in paint doft wafte r 
Neither for phyfic good, nor fmtil, nor tafte. 

Beauty ! whofe flames but meteors are, 
Short-livM and low, though thou would* ft feem 

Who dar'ft not thine own home defcry, 
Pretending to dwell richly in the eye, 
When thou, alas ! doft in theiamy lie,. 
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auty 1 wftofe conquefts ftill are made 
earfs by cowards kept, or elfe betray 'd j 
vi&or ! »who thyfelf defcroy'd muft be 
. Sicfcnefs dorms, or Time befieges thee f 
iou 'unwholefome thaw to frozen age ! 
ftrong wine, which youth's fever doft enrage f 
aou tyrant, which leav'ft no man free ! 
fubtje thief, from whom nought fafe can be ! 
murderer, which haft kill'd, and devil, whicfe 
vrould'ft damn me ! 

THE PARTING. 

> men in Greenland left beheld the fun 

From their horizon run, 

And thought upon the fad half-year 
Id and etaxknefa they mu& fuller there & 

my parting miftrefs did ftook 5 
With fuch.fwoln eyes my farewell took f. 
Ah, my fair ftar ! faid I,* 

hofe bleft lands to which bright Thou doft fly T 

In the men of learning comfort me, 
And fay I *m in a warm fegzte j 
Say what they pleafe, I fay and fwear 

Deyond eighty* at leaft, if you *re not here*. 

it is j I tremble with the froft, 
And know that I the day have loft 5 
And thofe wild things which men they call, 

I to be but bears or foxes alh 

Return, 
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Return, return, gay planet of mine Baft, I 
Of all that ftines thou much the beft t 
And, as thou now defcend'ft to fea, 

More fair and frelh rile up from thence to me! 

Tfcou, who in many a propriety. 

So truly art the fun to me, 

Add one morelikenefs (which I *m furey 
And let me and my fun beget a man ! 

MY PICTURE, 

HERE, take my Iikenefs with you, whilft ' 
For, when from hence you go, 
The next fun's rifing will behold 
Me pale, and lean, and old: 
The man who did this picture draw, 
"Will fwear next day my face he never faw. 

I really believe, within a while, 

If you upon this fhadow fmile, 
Your prefence will fuch vigour give 
! (Your prefence, which makes alf things 
And abfence fo much alter me, 

This will the fubftance, I the fhadow, be. 

When from your well -wrought cabinet you talc 
And your bright looks awake it. 
Ah ! be not frighted if you fee 
The new-fouPd picture gaze on thee, 
And hear it breathe a figh or two $ 

For thofe are the firft things that it will do. 
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y rival -image will be then thought bleft* 

And laugh at me as difpofleft ; 

But thou, who (if I know thee right} 

F th* fubftance doft not much delight. 

Wilt rather fend again for me, 
ho then Jfcall but my picture's pi&ure be. 

THE CONCEALMENT. 
/T O ; to what purpofe mould I fpeak ? 
^ No, wretched heart ! fwell till you break* 

She cannot love me if fhe would j 
nd, to fay truth, 'twere pity that (he mould. 

No j to the grave thy forrows bear ; 

As iilent as they will be there : 
ice that lov'd hand this mortal wound does give, 

So handfomely the thing contrive, 

That (he may guiltlefs of it live j 

So perifh, that her killing thee 
ay a chance-medley, and no murder, be. 

*Tis nobler much for me, that I 

By* her beauty, not her anger, die t 

This will look juftly, and become. 
a execution j, that, a martyrdom. 

The cenfuring world will ne'er refrain 

From judging men by thunder (lain, 
e mult be angry, fure, if I (hould be 

So bold" to a(k her to make me, 

By being her's, happier than (he ! 

I will not ; 'tis a milder fate 
> fall by -her not loving, than her hate. 

And 
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And yet this death of mint* tfVar, 
Will ominous to her appear j 
When, found in every other parjr, • 

Her facrifice is found without an heart) 
For the laft tempeft of my death 
Shall figh out that too with my breath. 

Then (hall the world my noble ruin fee, 
Some pity and fome envy me ; 
Then me herfelf, the mighty (he> 
Shall grace my funerals with this truth ; 

*< 'Twas only Love deftroy'd the gentle youth !" 

THE MONOPOLY. 

WHAT mines of fulphur in my breaft do li< 
That feed th' eternal burnings of my hear 
Not ^tna flames more fierce or conftahtly, 
The founding (hop of Vulcan's fmoky art : . 
Vulcan his (hop has placed there, 
And Cupid's forge is fet-up here. 

Here all thofe arrows* mortal heads art made, 
That fly fo thick unfeen through yielding air 5 
The Cyclops here, which labour at the trade, 
Are Jealoufy, Fear, Sadnefs, and Defpatr. 

Ah, cruel God ! and why to me 

Gave you this CUrft monopoly ? 

I have the trouble, not the gains, of it :—* 
Give me but the difpofal of one dart, 
And then (I Ml afk no other benefit) 
Heat as you gleafc your furnace in my heart j 



THE MONOPOLY, tft? 

fweet *s revenge to me, that I 
x>n my foe would gladly die. 

ito* her bofom would 1 ftrike die dart, 
than woman e'er was ftmck by thee j 
^iv'ft them fmall wounds, and fo far from 

th' heart, 
utter ftill about, inconftantly : 
irfe on thy goodnefs, whom we find 
nl to none but woman -kind ! 

od ! who women doft thyfelf adore ! 

vounded hearts do ftill retain the powers 

rel and to wander, as before : 

oken arrows 'twixt that (ex and ours 

'unjuftly are diftributed, 

ley take the feathers, we the head. 

THE DISTANCE, 

followed thee a year, at leaft, 
d never ftopp'd myferf to reft 5 
yet can thee overtake no more 
[lis day can the day that went before. 

his our fortunes equal prove 
ftars, which govern them above ; 
ftars, that move for ever round, 
le fame diftance ftill betwixt them found. 

rain, alas ! in vain I ftrive 
: wheel of Fate fafter to drive 5 
:e, if around it fwiftlier fly, 
t mends her pace as much as L 

Hear* 
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Hearts by Love ffrangely muffled are, 
That there can never meet a pair t 
Tamelitr than worms are lovers flain ; 
The wounded heart ne'er turns, to wound again. 

THE INCREASE. 

T Thought, I *11 fwear, I could have lov*d no n 
■*■ Than I had done before j 

But you as eafily might account 
Till to the top of numbers you. amount. 

As caft up my love's^ fcore. 

Ten thousand millions was the fun* ; 
Millions of endlefs millions are to come, 

I *m fure herfceauties cannot greater grow-} 

Why mould my love do fa ? 

A real caufe at firft did move ; 
But mine own fancy now drives-on my love* 

With fhadows from itfelf that flow. 

My love, as we in numbers fee, 
By cyphers' is increas'd eternally. 

So the new-made and untry'd fpheres above 

Took their firft turn from th* hand of Jov< 
But are, fince that beginning, found 

By their own forms to move for ever round. 
All violent motions fhort do prove 5 . 
But, by the length, 'tis plain to fee 

That Love *s a motion natural to me* 

^ LOV 



LOVE'S VISIBILITY. 
J IT H much of pain, and all the art I knew, 

Have I endeavour' d hitherto 
ide my love, and yet all will not do. 
vorld perceives it, and, it may be, ihe ; 
Rough fo difcreet and good (he be, 
ding it, to teach that (kill to me. 

without love have oft fo cunning grown, 
hat fomething like it they have (hown ; 
one who had it ever feem'd t' have none,. 

's of a ftrangely open, fimple kind, 

an no arts or difguifes find, 

hinks none, fees it 'caufe itfelf is blind. 

?ery eye betrays our inward fmart 5 
sve of himfclf left there a part* 
1 thorough it he paft into the heart* 

by chance the face betray not it, 
at keep the fecret wifely, yet, 
djunkennefs) info the tongue 'twill get* 

>KING ON, AND DISCOURSING WITH,. 
HIS MISTRESS. 

HE SE full two hours now have I gazing been, 

What comfort by it can I gain ? 

•ok on heaven with mighty gulfs between 

r as the great mifer's gieateft pain $ 

h. I. U S» 
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So near was he to heaven's delight, 
As with the bled converfe he might. 
Yet could not get one drop of water by *t. ■ 

Ah wretch ! I feem to touch her now ; but oh, 
What boundlefs fpaccs do us part ! 

Fortune, and friends, and all earth's empty (how* 
My lownefs, and her high defert : 

But thefe might conquerable prove j 

Nothing dees me fo far remove, 

As her hard fours averfion from my love. 

So travellers, that lofe their way by night, 
If from afar they chance t* efpy 

Th* uncertain glimmerings of a taper*s light, 
Take flattering hopes, and think it nigh 3 
Till, wearied with the frultlefs pain, 
They fit them down, and weep in vain, 

And there in darknefs and defpair remain* 



I 



RESOLVED. TO LOVE* 

Wonder what the grave and wife 

Think of all us that love $ 
Whether our pretty fooleries 

Their mirth or anger move : 
They underftand not breath that words does waatf 
Our fighs to them are infignUicant. 



t0* 
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M Y F A T E. 

> O bid the needle his dear North forfake, 
To which with trembling reverence it does beid j 
Go bid the ftones a journey upwards make; 

Go bid th' ambitious flame no more afcend : 
And, when thefe falfe to their old motions prove. 
Then fhall I ceafe thee, thee alone, to love. 

The faft-llnk'd chain of everlafting Fate 
Does nothing tie more ftrong than me to yon 5 

My fixt love hangs not on your love or hate, 
But will be ftill the fame, whatever you do s. 

You cannot kill my love with your difdain j 

Wound it you may, and make it live in pain. 

Me, mine example, let the Stoicks life, 
Their fad and cruel doctrine UTmaintain ; 

Let all predeftihators me produce, 
Who ftruggle with eternal bonds in vain s 

This fire I *m born to— -but 'tis fbe muft tell, 

Whether *t be beams of heaven or flames of hell*. 

You who men's fortunes in their faces read, 
To find out mine, look not, alas 1 on me 5 

But mark her face, and all the features heed f 
For only there is writ my deftiny : 

Or, if ftars /hew it, gaze not on the ikies ; 

But ftudy the aftrology of her eyes. 

If 
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If thou find there kind and propitious rays. 
What Mars or Saturn threaten I *11 not fear $ 

I well believe the fate of mortal days 
Is wrk in heaven j but oh, my heaven is there. 

What can men learn from ftars they fcarce can fee ? 

Two great lights rule the world, and her two me. 

THE HEART-BREAKING. 

IT gave a. piteous groan, and fo it broke ; 
In vain it fomething would have fpoke : 
The love within too ftrong for *t was, 
Like poifon put into a Venice-glafs. 

I thought that *his fome remedy might prove % 

But oh, the mighty ferpent Love, 

Oit by this chance in pieces fmall, 
In all Drill iiv'd, and dill it flung in all. 

And now, alas ! each little broken part 

Feels the whole pain of all my heart j 

And every fmalleft corner ftill 
Lives with that torment which the whole did kill. • 

.Even fo rude armies, when the field they quit, 

And into feveral quarters get ; 

Each troop does fpoil and ruin more 
Than all join'd in one body did before. 
How many Loves reign in my bofom now ! 

How many loves, yet all of you 1 

U 3 • 'Tkus 
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Thus have I dumgM with evil fate 
My Mpnarch-Love into a Tyrant-State. 

THE USURPATION. 

THOU 'sift to my foul no title or pretence* 
I was mine own, and free. 
Till I had given myfelf to thee 5 
But thou haft kept me Have and prifoner fmce. 

Well, fince fo infolent thou *rt grown, 
Fond tyrant! I *ll depofe thee from thy throne 3 . 
Such outrages mult not admitted be 
In an elective monarchy. 

Part of my heart by gift did to thee fall $ 

My country, kindred, and my beft 

Acquaintance, were to mare the reft 5 
But thou, their covetous neighbour, drav'ft out alt 1 

Nay more 5 thou mak'ft me wormip thee, 
And would'ft the rule of my religion be 1 
Did ever tyrant claim fuch power as you, 

To be both emperor and pope too ? 

The public miferies, and my private fate, 

Deferve fome tears 5 but greedy thou 

(Infatiate maid !) wilt not allow 
That I one drop from thee mould alienate 3 

Nor wilt thou grant my fins a part, 
Though the fole caufe of moft of them thou art j. 
Counting my tears thy tribute and thy due, 

Since firft mine eyes I gave to you. 

Tho» 
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hou all my joys and all my hopes daft ckim j 

Thou rageft like a fire in me, 

Converting all things into thee ; 
ought can refill, or not encreafe the flame s 

Nay, every grief and every fear 
hou doft devour, unlefs thy ftamp it bear i 
hy prefence, like the crowned bafililk's breath, 

All other ferpents puts to death. 

.s men in hell are from difeafes free, 

So from all other ills am 1 5 

Free from their known formality : 
ut all pains eminently lie in thee 1 

Alas, alas ! I hope in vain 
[y conquer'd foul from out thine hands to gain $ 
ince all the natives there thou 'aft overthrown, > 

And planted garrifons of thine own. 



MAI DEN H EAD,. 

rHou worft eftate eVn of the fex that '• worft *; 
Therefore by Nature made at firft 
T' attend the weaknefs of our birth ! 
ight outward curtain to the nuptial bed I 
hou cafe to buildings not yet finifhed ! 
Who, like the centre of the earth, 
Doft heavieft things attract to thee,, 
hough thou a point imaginary bet 
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A thing God thought for mankind fo unfit, 

That his firft bleffing ruin'd it. 

Cold, frozen nurfe of fierceft fires ! 
Who, like the parched plains of Afric's fand 
(A fterile, and a wild unlovely land 1 .) 

Art always fcorch'd with hot defires, 

Yet barren quite, didft thou not bring 
Monfters and ferpents forth thyfelf to fting ! 

Thou that bewitched men, whilft thou doft dwell 

Like a clofe conjurer in his cell, 

And fear'ft the day's difcovering eye ! 
No wonder 'tis at all that thou iheuld'ft be 
Such tedious and unpleafant company, 

Who livlt To melancholy ! 

Thou thing of fubtile, flippery kind, 
Which women lofe, and yet no man can find! 

Although I think thou never found wilt be, 

Yet I 'm rcfolv'd to fearch for thec^ 

The fearch itfelf rewards the pains : 

So, though the cbemick his great feeret mi£s 

(For neither it in Art nor Nature is) 

Yet things well worth his toil he gains 4 
And does his charge and labour pay 
With good unfought experiments by the way* 

Say what thou wilt, chaftity is no more 
Thee, than a porter is his door. 
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In vain to honour they pretend, 
3' guard themfdves with ramparts and with walls $ 
m only Fame the truly valiant ijtttt* 
Who can an open breach defead. 
Of thy quick.) lofs can be no doubt, 
bin fo hated, and fo lov'd without. - 

II POSSIBILITIES. 

[poflibifities ! ob no, there *s none; 
buld mine bring thy heart captive home., 
j afily other dangers were overthrown, 
s Caefar, after vanquifiYd Rome* 
little Afian foes did overcome. 

e lovers oft by Fortune are envied ; 
ft earth and hell againft them ftrive 5 
ProvTdence engages on their fide, 
nd a good end at laft does give : 
aft, juft men and lovers always thrive. 

ftars (not powerful elfe) when they conjoin, 

fiange, as they pleafe, the world* s eftate.; 

hy heart in conjunction with mine 

jail our own fortunes regulate ; 

I to our ftars themfelves prefcribe a fate. 

ould grieve me much to find fome bold romance, 
hat mould two kind examples (hew, 
ch before m in wonders did advance | 

Itrt 
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Not that I thought that ftory true* 
Bat none ihould Fancy more, than I would Do. 

Through fpitt of our worft enemies* thy* friend* | 

Through local bantflunent from thee j 
Through the loud thoughts of left-concerning ends, 

As eafy (hall my paffage be> 
As was the amorous youth's o'er Helle's fea i 

In vain the wincjs, in Vain the billows, roa$ j 

In vain the ftars thei* aid deny'd ; 
He faw the Seftian tower on th' other more : 

Shall th* Hellefpont our loves divide ? 
No, not the Atlantick ocean's boundlefs tide* 

Such feas betwixt us eafily conquered are j 

But, gentle maid I do «ot deny 
To let thy beams mine on me from afar ; 

And Hill the: taper -let me efpy : 
For, when thy light goes out, I fink and die. 

S I I* E N C E* 

eURSE on this tongue, that has my heart betrayM, 
And his great fecret open laid! 
For, of all perfons, chiefly me 
Should not the ills I fuffer know ; 
Since 'tis a thing might dangerous grow*- 
Only in her to pity me : 
Since 'tis for me to lofe my life more fit, 
Than, 'tis for -her to favt and ranibia it* * 

Ml 
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Ah! never mora fhall thy unwilling ear 

My helplefs ftory hear $ 

Difcourfe and talk awake does keep 

The rude unquiet pain 

That in my bread does reign; 

Silence perhaps may make it deep : 
I 'H bind that fore up I did ilr reveal $ 
The wound, if once it clofe, may chance to heal*. 

No, 'twill ne'er heal $ my love will never die, 

Though h fhouid fpeechlefs lie. 

A river/ ere it meet the fea, ~ 

As well might ftay its fource, - 

As my love can his courffe, 

Unlefsit join and mix with thee: t 

If any end or flop of it be found, 
We know the flood runs ftill, though under gronrtd. 

T HE DISSE MB t E Ri 

UNHURT, untouch'd, dfd I complain, . " - 
And terrify'd all others with the pain t ' 
But now I feel the mighty evil ; 
Ah ! there *s no fooling with the devjl ! 
So, wanton men, whilft others they would fright §. 
Themfelves have met a real fprite. 

I thought, I '11 fwear, an handfome Jye 
Had been no fm at all in poetry $ 
But now I fuffer an arreir, ■ ■ ■ 

Eor< words were fpokcby me in ieft, 

r ' ' DulT}. 
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Then all the fields and.woods (hallwith it ring.} 

Then Echo's burden it (hall be 5 
Then all the birds in feveral notes (hall (ing, 

And all the rivers murmur, thee j 
Then every wind the found (hall upwards bear, 
And foftly whifper 't to fome angel's ear. 

Then (hall thy name through all my verfe be fpreai 
Thick as the flowers in meadows lie, 

And, when in future times they (hall be read 
(As fure, I think, they will not die) 

If any critic doubt that they be mine, 

Men by that damp (hall quickly know the com. 

Meanwhile I will not dare to make a name 

To reprefent thee by 5 
Adam (God's nomenclator) could not frame 

One that enough (hould fignify: 
Aftrea or Celia as unfit would prove 
For thee, as 'tis to call the Deity Jove. 

WEEPING. 

SE E where (he (its, and in what comely wife. 
Drops tears more fair than others' eyes t 
Ah, charming maid ! let not ill-fortune fee 
Th* attire thy forrow wears, 
Nor know the beauty of thy tears j 
For. (he '11 (till com« todrefs herfelf in thee.. 



WEEPING. 3 c»£ 

■^s ftars refleft on waters, fo I fpy 

In every drop, methinks, her eye. 
The baby, which lives there, and always plays 

In that tlluftrious fphere, 

Like a NarciiTus docs appear, 
Whilft in his flood the lovely boy did gaze. 

Ne'er yet did I behold fo glorious weather, 

As this fun-ftiine and rain together. 
Pray Heaven her forehead, that pure hill of fnow 

(For fome fuch fountain we mud find, 

To waters of fo fair a kind) 
Melt not, to feed that beauteous ftream below ! 

Ah, mighty Love ! that it were inward heat 
Which made this precious limbeck fweat ! 

But what, alas ! ah, what does it avail, 
That (he weeps tears fo wondrous cold, 
As fcarce the afs's hoof can hold, 

So cold, that I admire they fall not hail. 

DISCRETION. 

DIfcreet ! what means this word difcreet ?. 
A curfe on all difcretion ! 
This barbarous term you will not meet 
In all Love's lexicon. 

Jointure, portion, gold, eftate, 

Houfes, houfhold-ftuff, or land, 
(The low conveniencies of Fate) 
*■ ... Are Greek no lovers underftand*. 
Vol. I. X Believe 
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Believe me, beauteous one ! when lore 

Enters into a breaft, 
The two firft things it does remove 

Are friends and intereft. 

Paflion 's half blind, nor can endure 
The careful, fcrupulous eyes j 

Or elfe I could not love, I *m Aire, 
One who in love were wife* 

Men, in fuch tempefts toft about. 

Will, without grief or pain, 
Caft all their goods and riches out, 

Themfelves their port to gain. 

As well might martyrs, who do choofe 

That facred death to take, 
Mourn for the cloaths which they muft lofe, 

When they 're bound naked to the ftake. 

THE WAITING-MAID. 

THY Maid 1 ah ! find fome nobler theme 
Whereon thy doubts to place ; 
Nor by a low fufpecl blafpheme 
The glories of thy face. 

Alas ! (he makes thee mine fo fair, 

So exquifitely bright, 
That her dim lamp muft difappear 

Before thy potent light. 



Thr 
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rce hours each morn in drefling thee 

jMalicioufly are fpent ; 
d make that beauty tyranny, 

That '$ elfe a civil government. 

* adorning thee with fo much art 

Is but a barbarous (kill ; 
s like the poifoning of a dart 

Too apt before to kill. 

e miniftering angels none can fee ; 

'Tis not their beauty* or face, 
r which by men they worftiip'd be ; 

But their high office and their place, 
iou art my Goddefs, my Saint fjrej 
ray to her, only to pray to thee. 

COUNSEL. 

I H ! what advice can I receive » 
^ No, fatisfy me firft j 
r who would phyfick-potions give 
To one that dies with thirft ? 

little puff of breath, we find, 

Small fires can quench and kill 5 
it, when they 're great, the adverfe wind 

Does make them greater ftill. 

jw whilft you fpeak, it moves me .much, 

But ftrait I 'm juft the fame $ 
las ! th* e#e& muft needs be fuch 

Of cutting through a flame, . 

Xz THE 
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THE CURE. 

COME, do&or ! ufc thy rougheft art. 
Thou canft not cruel prove ; 
Cut, burn, and torture, every part* 
To heal me of my love. 

There is no danger, if the pain 

Should me to a fever bring; 
Compared with heats I now fuftain, 

A fever is fo cool a thing 

(Like drink which feverifh men defire) 
That I fhould hope 'twould almoft quench my fire* 

THE SEPARATION. 

AS K me not what my love mail do or be 
(Love, which is foul to body, and foul of me!) 
When I am feparated from thee 5 
Alas ! I might as eafily (how, 
What after death the foul will do ; 
*Twill laft, I *m fure, and that is all we know. 

The thing call'd foul will never ftir nor move, 
But all that while a lifelefs carcafe prove ; 

For 'tis the body of my love : 

Not that my love will fly away. 
But ftill continue j as, they fay, 
Sad troubled ghofts about their graves do ftray. 

THJ 
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THE TREE. 

I Chore the flourifhing'ft tree in all the park, 
With frefheft boughs and faireft head j 
[ cut my love into his gentle bark, 

And in three days, behold ! 'tis dead : 
My very written flames Co violent be, 

They 've 'burnt and wither'd-up the tree. 

How ftiould I live myfelf, whofe heart is found 

Deeply graven every where 
VVj'th the large hiltory of many a wound, 

Larger than thy trunk can bear ? 
With- art as ftrange as Homer in the nut, 

Love in my heart has volumes put, 

vVhat a few words from thy rich ftock did take 

The leaves and beauties all, 
AlS a^ftrong poifon with one drop does make 

The nails and hairs to fall : 
Love (I fee now) a kind of witchcraft is, 

Or characters could ne'er do this. 

Pardon, ye birds and nymphs, who Iov'd this made; 

And J>ardon me, thou gentle tree ; 
[ thought her name would thee have happy made, 

And bleffed omens hop'd from thee : 
* Notes of my love, thrive here," faid I, " and grow j 

" And with ye let my love do fo." 

X 3 Alas,, 
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Alas, poor youth ! thy love will never thrive ! 

This blafted tree predefines it ; 
Go, tie the difmal knot (why fhould'ft thou live?) 

And, by the lines thou there haft writ, 
Deform'dly hanging, the fad pifture be 

To that unlucky hiftory. 

HER UNBELIEF. 

'fTp I S a Grange kind of ignorance this in you ! 
-*> That you your victories mould not fpy, 
Vi&ories gotten by your eye ! 
That your bright beams, as thofe of comets do, 
Should kill, but not know how, nor who! 

That truly you my idol might appear, 

Whilft all the people fmell and fee 
The odorous flames I offer thee, 

Thou fitt'ft, and doft not fee, nor fmell, nor hear. 
Thy conftant, zealous worihiper. 

They fee *t too well who at my fires repine; 

Nay, th* unconcern'd themfelves do prove 
Quick-ey'd enough to fpy my love 5 

Nor does the caufe in thy face clearlier mine, 
Than the eftelt appears in mine. 

Fair infidel I by what unjuft decree 

Muft I, who with fuch reftlefs care 
Would make this truth to thee appear, 

Muft I, who preach it, and pray for it, be 
Pamn'4 by thy incredulity ) 

1,1 
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I, by thy unbelief, am guUtlete (lain ; 

Oh, have but faith, and then, that yaw . 

May know that faith for to be true, . 
It (hall itfelf by 1 a miracle maintain, 

And raife me from the dead again ! 

Meanwhile my hopes may feem to be overthrown j 
But lovers' hopes are full of art, 
And thus difpute — That, fince my heart, 

Though in thy breaft, yet is not by thee known, 
Perhaps thou may ft not know thine own* 

THE GAZERS, 

CO M E, let 's go on, where love and youth does call * 
I 've feen too much, if this be all, 
Alas ! how far more wealthy might I be 
With a contented ignorant poverty \ 

To mew fuch (lores, and nothing grant, 
Is to enrage and vex my want. 
For love to die an infant 's lefler ill, 
Than to live long, yet live in childhood ftiU. 

We *ave both fat gazing only, hitherto, 

As man and wife in pi&ure do j 
The richeft crop of joy is (till behind. 
And he who only fees, in love, is blind. 

So, at firft, Pygmalion lov'd, 

But th* amour at laft improved j 
The ftatue* itfelf at laft a woman grew, 
And fo at Jaft, my dear, (houkl you do too, 

X 4 peauty 
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Beauty to man the greateft torture it, 
Ufilefs it lead to farther blifs, 

Beyond the. tyrannous pleafures of the eye; 

It grows too ferious a cruelty, 

Unlefs it heal, as well as ftrike a 
I would not, falamander-like, 

In fcorching heats always to live defire, 

But, like a martyr, pafs to heaven through fire. 

Mark how the lufty fun falutes (he fpring, 

And gently kifles every thing I 
His loving beams unlock each maiden flower, 
Search all the trcafures, all thte fweets devour : 
Then on the earth, with bridegroom -heat, 
He does ftill new flowers beget. 
The fun himfelf, although all eye he be, 
Can find in love more pleafure than to fee. 



THE INCURABLE. 

T Try'd if books would cure my love, but found 
A Love made them nonfenfe all 5 
I 'apply 'd receipts of buiinefs to ray wouad, 
But ftirring did the pain recall. 

As well might men who in a fever fry, 

Mathematic doubts debate; 
As well might men who mad in darknefs lie, 

Write the difpatches of a Hate, 

I try* J 
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I try'd devotion, fermons, frequent prayer, 
But thofe did worfe than ufelefs prove 5 

For prayers are turn'd to fin, in thofe who are 
Out of charity, or in love. 

I try'd in wine to drown the mighty care } 
But wine, alas ! was oil to th' fire : 

Like drunkards' eyes, my troubled fancy there 
Did double the defire. 

I try'd what mirth and gaiety would do, 
And mix'd with pleafant companies $ 

My mirth did gracelefs and infipid grow, 
And 'bove a.clinch it could not rife. 

•Nay, God forgive me for *t ! at laft I try'd, 

'Gainft this fome new defire to ftir, 
And lov'd again, but 'twas where I efpy'd 

Some faint refemblances of her. 

The phyfic made me worfe, with which I ftrove 

This mortal ill t' expel ; 
wAs wholefome medicines the difeafe improve, 

There where they work not well. 

HONOUR. 

SHE loves, and five confefles too $ 
There *s then, at laft, no more to do % 
The happy work 's entirely done $ 
Enter the town which thou haft won ; 

The 
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The fruits of conqueft now begin $ 
Id triumph ! Enter in. 

What 's this, ye Gods ! what can it be r 
Remains there ftill an enemy ? 
Bold Honour ftands up in the gate, 
And would yet capitulate $ 
Have I overcome all real foes, 
And (hall this phantom me oppofe r 

Noify nothing ! (talking (hade ! 
By what witchcraft wert thou made ? 
Empty caufe of folid harms ! 
But I (hall find out counter-charms, 
Thy airy devilfhip to remove 
From this circle here of love. 

Sure I (hall rid myfelf of thee 
By the night's obfeurity, 
And obfeurer fecrecy ! 
Unlike to every other fprite, 
Thou attempt'ir. not men t* affright, 
Nor appear'ft but in the light. 



THE INNOCENT ILL, 

TH O U G H all thy geftures and difconr fes be 
CoinM and ftamp'd by modefty ; 
Though from thy tongue ne^er flipped away 
One word which nuns at th* altar might not fay $ 

\ 
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Yet fuch a fweetnefs, Aich a grace, 

In all thy fpeech appear, 

That what to th' eye a beauteous face, 

That thy tongue is to th* ear : 
So cunningly it wounds the heart, 
It (hikes fuch heat through every part, 
it thou a tempter worfe than Satan art. 

>ugh in thy thoughts fcarce any trades have been 
So much as of original fin, 
Such charms thy beauty wears as might 

ires in dying confefs'd faints excite : 
Thou, with ftrange adultery, 
Doft in each breaft a brothel keep 3 
Awake all men do luft for thee, 
And fome enjoy thee when they deep. 
Ne'er before did woman live, 
Who to fuch multitudes did give 

e root and caufe of fin, but only Eve. 

ough in thy breaft fo quick a pity be, 
That a fly's death 's a wound to thee 5 
Though favage and rock-hearted thofe 
pear, that weep not ev'n Romance's wots ; 
Yet ne'er before was tyrant known, 
Whofe rage was of fo large extent; 
The ills thou doft are whole thine 01m j 
Thou 'rt principal and inftrument : 
In all the deaths that come from you, 
You do the treble office do 
judge, of torturer, and of weapon too. 

Thov 
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Thou lovely inftrument of angry Fate, 

Which God did for our faults create ! 

Thou plcafant, univerfal ill, 
Which, fweet as health, yet like a plague doft kil 

Thou kind, well-natur'd tyranny ! 

Thou chafte committer of a rape ! 

Thou voluntary deftiny, 

Which no man can, or would, efcape ! 
So gentle, and fo glad to fpare, 
So wondrous good, and wondrous fair, 
(We know) ev'n the dcftroying-angels are. 



DIALOGUE. 

$b*'W7 HAT have we done? what cruel p 
* * mov'd thee, 

Thus to ruin her that lov'd thee t 
Me thou 'ft robbM j but what art thou 
Thyfelf the richer now ? 

Shame fucceeds the (hort-liv'd pleafure ; 
So foon Is fpent, and gone, this thy ill-gotten trea 

He. We *ave done no harm ; nor was it theft in n 
But nobleft charity In thee. 
I '11 the well-gotten pleafure 
Safe in my memory treafure : 
What though the flower itfelf do wafte, 
The eflence from it drawn does long and fweett 
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be. No : I 'm undone ; my honour thou haft flam, 
And nothing can rcftore 't again. 
Art and labour to beftow, 
Upon the carcafe of it now, 
Is but t* embalm a body dead ; 
The figure may remain, the life and beauty *s fled, 

!e» Never, my dear, was honour yet undone 
By Love, but Indifcretion. 
To th' wife it all things does allow ; 
And cares not What we do, but How. 
Like tapers ftiut in ancient urns, 
Unlefs it let-in air, for ever mines and burns. < 

be. Thou firft, perhaps, who didft the fault commit, 
Wilt make thy wicked boaft of it j 
For men, with Roman pride, above 
The conqueft do the triumph love ; 
Nor think a perfect victory gain'd, 
Unlefs they through the ftreets their captive lead en- 
chain'd. 

V. Whoe'er his fecret joys has open laid, 
The bawd to his own wife is* made j 
Befide, what boaft is left for me, 
Whofe whole wealth 's a gift from thee ? 
'Tis you the conqueror are, 'tis you 
Who have not only ta'en, but bound and gagg'd 
me too. 

be. Though public punimment we efcajje, the fin • 
. Will rack and torture us within i 

Guilt 
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Guilt and fin our bofom bears,; 
And, though fair yet the fruit appears, 
That worm which now the core does wafte 
When long *t has gnawM within, will break the 
at.laft. 

Jfr. That thirfty drink, that hungry food, I fougl 
That wounded balm is all my fault 5 
And thou in pity didft apply, 
The kind and only remedy i 

The caufe abfolves the crime 5 fince me 
So mighty force did move, fo mighty goodneft 

She, Curfe on thine arts ! methinks I hate thee* 
And yet I 'm Aire I love thee too ! 
I *m angry 5 but my wrath will prove 
More innocent than did thy love. 
Thou haft this day undone me quite ; 
Yet wilt undo me more ihould'ft thou not coi 
night. 
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AS foon hereafter will I wagers lay 
'Gainft what an oracle (hall fay j 
Fool that I was, to venture to deny 

A tongue fo usM to victory ! 
A tongue fo bleft by nature and by art, 
Tfctf neper yet it ipoke but gain'd an heart 1 

Tl 
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Though what you faid had not been true* 
If fpoke by any elfe but you 5 
Your fpeech will govern deftiny, 
And Fate will change rather than you (hould lye. 

*Tis true, if human Reafon were the guide, 

Reafon, methinks, was on my fide ; 
But that 's a guide, alas ! we mud refign, 

When th* authority *s divine. 
She faid, ihe faid herfelf it would be fo f 
And I, bold unbeliever ! anfwer'd no : 
Never fo juftly, fure, before, 
Error the name of blindnefs bore } 
For, whatfoe'er the queftion be, 
There *s no man that has eyes would bet for me# 

If Truth itfelf (as other angels do 

When they defcend to human view) 
In a material form would deign to Ihine, 

'Twould imitate or borrow thine : 
So dazzling bright, yet fo tranfparent clear, 
So weU-proportion'd, would the parts appear ! 

Happy the eye which Truth could lee 

Cloath'd in a ftiape like thee } 

But happier far the eye 
Which could thy fliape naked like Truth efpy I 

Yet this, loft wager cofts me nothing apove 

Than what I ow'd to thee before : 
Who would not venture for that debt to play, 

Which he were bound howe'er to pay ? 

3 V 
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If Nature gave me power to write in verfe r 
She gave it me thy praifes to rehearfe t 

Thy wondrous beauty and thy wit 

Has fuch a fovereign right to it, 
That no man's Mufe for public vent is free, 
Till ihe has paid her cuftoms firft to thee. 

BATHING IN THE JUVER. 

THE fifh around her crowded, afe they do 
To the falfe light that treacherous fi fliers ihe 
And all with as much eafe might taken lje, 
As ihe at firft took me 3 
For ne'er did light fo clear 
Among the waves appear, 
Though every night the fun himfelf fet there. . 

Why to mute fiih fhould'ft thou thyfelf difcover, 

And not to me, thy no lefs filent lover ? 

As fome from men their buried gold commit 

To ghofts, that have no ufe of it ; 

Half their rich treafures fo 

Maids bury ; and, for aught we know, 
(Poor ignorants !) they 're mermaids all below. 

The amorous waves would fain about her ftay, 
But (till new amorous waves drive them away, 
And with fwift current to thofe joys they hafte, 
That do as fwiftly wafte t 
I laugh'd the wanton play to view j 
But 'tis, alas I at land fo too, - 
And (till old lovers yield the place to new. t . 
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Lifs her, and as you part, you amorous waves 
My happier rivals, and my fellow-flaves) 
oint to your flowery hanks, and to her Jhew 

The good your bounties do ; 

Then tell her what your pride doth con*. 

And how your ufe and beauty *s loft, 
fhen rigorous winter binds you up with froft. 

ell her, her beauties and her youth, like thee,, 
afte without ftop to a devouring fea $ 
Hiere they will mixM and undiftinguiuVd lie. 
r ith -alt the meaneft things that die j 

As in the ocean thou. 

No privilege doft know 
bove th* impureft ftreams that thither flow. . 

:11 her, kind flood ! • when this has made her fad/ . 

;11 her there 's yet one remedy to be had i 

ew her how thou, though long fince pall, doft find, , 

Thyfelf yet ftill behind : 

Marriage (fay to her) will bring 

About the felf-fame thing. 
rt flie, fond maid, fliuts and feals~up the fpring, 

LOVE GIVEN OVER.. 

r is enough 5 enough of time and pain . 

Haft thou confum'd in vain ; 
Leave, wretched Cowley ! leave 
Thyfelf with fhadows to deceive ; . 
ink that already loft which thou muft never gain. 
r{H..I*, Y Thre*. 
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Three of thy lufHeft and thy frefheft year* 
(Tofs'd in ftorms of hopes and fears) 
Like heiplefs fhips that be 
Set on fire i* th* midft o' the fea, 

Have all been burnt in lore, and all been drowi 
tears. 

•Refolve then on it, and by force or art 

Free thy unlucky heart 3 

Since Fate does difapprove 

Th* ambition of thy love. 
And not one ftar in heaven offers to take thy part 

If e'er I clear my heart from this defire, 
If e'er it home to its breaft retire, 
It ne'er fhall wander more about. 
Though thoufand beauties call it out: 

A-lover burnt like me for ever dreads the fire. 

The pox, the plague, and every fraall difeafe, 
May come as oft as ill -fate pleafe 5 
But death and love are never found 
To give a fecond wound, • 

We 're by thofe Terpen ts bit, but we *re devour 
thefe. 

Alas ! what comfort is 't that I am grown 
Secure of being again overthrown ? 
Since fuch an enemy needs not fear 
Left any elfe fhould quarter there, 
Who has not only fack'd, but quite burnt down 
town. 

A PO 
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THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER. 1679* 

MEeting accidentally with this poem in mam»~ 
fcript, and being informed that it was a piece 
of the incomparable Mr. A. Cs, I thought it unjuft 
to hide fuch a treafure from the world. I remembered 
that our author, in hi* preface to his works f, makes 
mention of forae poems written by him on the late 
civil war, of which the following copy, is queftionably 
a part. In his moft imperfect and unfinHhed pieces* 
you will di /cover the hand of fo great a, mafter. And 
(whatever his own modefty might have advifed to the 
contrary) there is not one carelefs ftroke of his but 
what ihould be kept facred to pofterity. He could 
write nothing that was not worth the preferving, be« 
ing habitually a poet, and always infpired. In this 
piece the judicious reader will find the turn of the 
verfe to be his 5 the fame copious and lively imagery 
of fancy, the fame warmth of paflion and delicacy of 
wit, that fparkles in all his writings. And certainly 

* This and the two following Poems are not given 
with certainty as Cowley's. They have been afcribed- 
to him ; are poflibly genuine ; and therefore are pre- 
ferved in this collection. N. 

f See p. 16 of this Volume* 
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no labours of a genius fo rich in it&lf, and fo culti- 
vated with learning and manners, can prove* an un- 
welcome prefent to the world. 

WHAT rage does England from itfelf divide, 
More than the feas from all the world befidc ? 
From every part the roaring cannons play, 
. From every part blood roars as loud as they. 
What Englifh ground but (till fome raoifture bears, 
Of young men's blood, and more of mothers* tears i 
What air *s unthicken'd with the fighs of wives, 
Though more of maids for their dear lovers* lives ? 
Alas! what triumphs can this victory mew, 
That dyes us red in blood and blufhes too ! 
How can we wifti that conqueft, which bellows 
Cyprefs, not bays, upon the conquering brows f 
It was not fo when Henry *s dreadful name, 
Not fword, nor caufe, whole nations overcame. 
To fartheft Weft did his fwift conquefts run, 
Nor did his glory fet but with the fun. 
In vain did Roderic to his hold retreat, 
In vain had wretched' Ireland callM him great ^ 
Ireland ! which now moft bafely we begin 
To labour more to lofe than he to win. 
It was not fo when in the happy Eaft, 
Richard, our Mars, Venus*s Ifle pofleft : 
'Gainft the proud Moon he th* Engli (h crofs difplay*d, 
Eclipsed one horn, and th* other paler made j 
When our dear lives we ventur'd bravely there, 
And digg'd our own to gain Chrift't fepulchre, 

That 
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That facred tomb, which, mould we now enjoy, 

We fliould with at much zeal fight to deftroy ! 

The precious figns of our dead Lord we feorn, 

And fee his crofs worfe than his body torn $ 

We hate it now both for the Greek and Jew, 

To us 'tis fooliihnefs and fcandal too. 

Te what with worihip the fond Papift falls, 

That the fond zealot a curs'd idol calls : 

So, 'twixt their double madnefs, here *s the odds, 

One makes falfe devils, t'other makes makes falfegods. 

It was not fo when Edward prov'd his caufe, 
By a fword ftronger than the Salique laws, 
Tho' fetch'd from Pharamond; when the French did fight, 
With women's hearts, againft the women's right. 
Th* affii&ed ocean his firft conqueft bore, 
And drove red waves to the fad Gallic more : 
As if he 'ad angry with that element been, 
Which his wide foul bound with an ifland in. 
Where *s now that fphit with which at CrefTey we, 
And Poiftiers, forcM from Fate a viftory ? 
Two kings at once we brought fad captives home, * 
A triumph fcarcely known to ancient Rome ! 
Two foreign kings : but now, alas ! we ftrive, 
Our own, our own good fovereign to captive 1 

It was not fo when Agincourt was won ; 
Under great Henry ferv'd the rain and fun : 
A nobler fight the fun himfelf ne'er knew, 
Not when he ftopp'd his courfe a fight to view ! 
Then Death's old archer did more Ikilful grow, 
And learrfd to moot more lure from th' Englifh bow j 

:* " . V 3 Then 
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Then France was her own ftory fadly taught, 
And felt how Cae&r and how Edward fought. 

It was not fo when that vaft fleet of Spain 
Lay torn and fcatrer'd on the Engltfli main ; 
Through the proud world a virgin terror ftrook 5 
The Auftrian crowns, and Rome's feven hills, (he flux 
To her great Neptune homag*d all his ftrearas, 
And all the wide-ftretch'd ocean was her Thames. 
Thus our forefathers fought, thus bravely bled, 
Thus frill they live, whilft we alive are dead 5 
Such a&s they did, that Rome, and Caefer too, 
Might envy thofe whom once they did fubdue. 
We 're not their offspring \ Aire our heralds lye j 
But born we know not how, as now we die 5 
Their precious blood we could not venture thus : 
Some Cadmus, fure, fow'd ferpents' teeth for us $ 
We could not elfe by mutual fury fall, 
Whilft Rhine and Sequan for our armies call : 
Chufe war or peace, you have a prince, you know, 
As fit for both, as both are fit for you ; 
Furious as lightning, when war's tempeft came, 
But calm in peace, calm as a lambent flame. 

Have you forgot thofe happy years of late, 
That faw nought ill, but us that were ingrate ; 
Such years, as if earth's youth returned had been, 
And that old ferpent Time had caft his fkin ? 
As glorioufly and gently did they move, 
As the bright fun that meafures them above ; 
Then only in books the learn 'd could mifery fee, 
And the unlearn'd ne'er heard of mifery. 

Tl 
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Then nappy James with as deep quiet reign'd, 
As in his heavenly throne, by death, he gainM ; 
And, left this blefling with his life mould ceafe, 
He left us Charles, the pledge of future peace j 
Charles, under whom, with much ado, no lefs 
Than iixteen years, we endur'd our happinefs 5 
Till in a moment, in the North, we find 
A tempeft conjur'd up without a. wind. 
As foon the North her kindnefs did repent j 
Firft the peace-maker, and next war, (he fent. 
Juft Tweed, that now had with long peace forgot 
On which fide dwelt the Engli/h, which the Scot, 
Saw glittering arms mine fadly on hi*9 face, 
Whilft all th* affright e/4 fifh fank down apace. 
No blood did then from this dark quarrel grow, 
It gave blunt wounds, that bled not out till now ! 
For Jove$ who might have us'd his thundering power,. 
Chofe to fall calmly in a golden mower ! 
A way we found to conquer, which by none 
Of all our thrifty anceftors was known ; 
So ftrangely prodigal of late we arc, 
We there buy peace, and here at home buy war. 
How cculd a war fo fad and barbarous pleafe, 
But firft by flandering thofe bleft days of peace ? 
Through all the excrements of ftate they pry, 
Like emp* ricks, to find out a malady j 
And then with defperate boldnefs they endeavour, 
Th* ague to cure by brihging-in a fever : 
The way is fure to expel fome ill, no doubt ; 
The plague, we know, drives all difeafw out, 

Y4. Whatr 
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What ftrange wild fears did every morning breed 
Till a ftrange fancy made us fick indeed ! 
A tid cowardice did valour's place fupply, 
Like thofe that kill thcmfelves for fear to die! 
What frantic diligence in thefe men appears. 
That fear ail ills, and a& o'er all their fears I 
Thus into war we fcar'd ourfelves ; and who 
But Aaron's fons, that the firft trumpet blew ? 
Fond men ! who knew not that they were to kee 
For God, and not for facrifice, their meep ! 
The churches firft this murderous doctrine fow, 
And learn to kill, as well as bury, now : 
The marble tombs where our forefathers lie, 
Sweated with dread of too much company ; 
And all their deeping afhes fhook for fear, 
Left thoufand ghofts mould come and mroudthem 

Petitions next from every town they frame, 
To be reftor'd to them from wbom they came : 
The fame ftyle all, and the fame fenfe, does pen, 
Alas ! they' allow fet forms of prayer to men. 
Oh happy we, if men would neither hear 
Their lludied form, nor God their fudden prayer. 
They will' be heard, and, in unjufteft wife, • 
The many-headed rout for juftice cries.; 
They call for blood, which now I fear does call 
For blood again, much> louder than they all. 
In fenfelefs clamours, and confnfed noife, 
We loft that rare, and yet unconquer'd voice-: 
So, when the facred Thracian lyre was drtwnM 
In the Biftonian women's mixed found, 
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wondering (tones, that came before to hear, 
ot themfelves, and turn'd his murderers there, 
fame loud ftorm blew the, grave mitre down j 
sw down that, and with it raook the crown. 
1 -firft a ftate, without a church, begun 5 
fort thyfelf, dear church '. for then 'twas done* 
fame great ftorm to fea great Mary drove j 
fea could not fuch dangerous tempefts move s 
fame drove Charles into the North, and then 
Id readilier far have driven him back again. 
,y from noife of tumults is no (name ; 
• will their armies force them to the fames 
' all his caftles, all his towns, invade, 
a large prifoner in all England made ! 
luft not pafs to Ireland's weeping ihore ; 
rounds thefe furgeons make mull yield them more : 
mft not conquer his lewd rebels there, 
lie ihould learn by that to do it here, 
fea they fubje& next to their command ; 
fea, that crowns our kings and all their land. 
> poor they leave him, their bafe pride and fcorn, 
oor as thefe, now mighty men, were born : 
n ftrait whole armies meet in Charles's right; 
no man knows, but here they are, and fight, 
in would fwear, that faw this alter'd ftatc, 
5 were call'd gods becaufe they could create 
men ; 'tis Heaven this firft aftiftance brings, 
fivme is Lord of Hofts that 's King of Kings, 
men forfook him, angels from above 
Aflyrian did lefs their jufticc move) 

Would 
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Would all have roufter'd in his righteous aid, 
And thunder 'gainft your cannon would hare play'd. 
It needs not fo, for man defines to right 
Abus'd mankind, and wretches you muft fight. 

Wor'fter firft faw *t, and trembled at the view | 
Too well the ills of civil war ihe knew. 
Twice did the flames of old her towers invade, 
Twice calPd (he in vain for her own Severn's aid. 
Here firft the rebel winds began to roar, 
Brake loofe from the juft fetters which they bore | 
Here mutinous waves above their fliore did fwell, 
And the firft ftorm of that dire winter fell. 
But when the two great brethren once appear'd, 
And their bright heads* like Leda's offspring, rear'd ? 
When thofe fea-calming fons from Jove were fpied, 
The winds all fled, the waves all funk and died ! 
How fought great Rupert, with what rage and (kill ! 
Enough to have conquered had hi* caufe been ill I 
Comely young man ! and yet his dreadful fight 
The rebels* blood to their faint hearts does fright. 
In vain, alas ! it fceks fo weak defence ; 
For his keen fword brings it again from thence. 
Yet grieves he at the laurels thence he bore; 
Alas, poor. Prince ! they Ml fight with him no more §, 
His virtue '11 be eclips'd with too much fame, 
Henceforth He will not conquer, but his Name. 

Here with tainted blood the field did ftain, 

By his own facrilege, and *s country's curies, (lain-. 
The firft commander did Heaven's vengeance /hew, 
And. led the rebels' van to (hades below. 

0i 
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1 two fak hills both armies next are feen, 
affrighted valley fighs and fweats between 5 

Angels did with fair expectance ftay, 

wiflTd good things to a king as mild aa they i 
re Fiends with hunger waiting did abide, 

curfed both, but fpurr'd-on th' guilty fide. 

flood Religion, her looks gently fage, 
i, but much more comely for her age 1 
re Schifm, old hag, tho* feeming young, -appears, 
hakes by cafting (kins renew their years ; 
scent rags of feveral dyes (he wore, 

in her hand torn liturgies (he bore. 

Loyalty an humble crofs difplay'd, 

(till, as Charles pafs'd by, (he bow'd and pray'd. 
Ion there her crimfon banner fpreads, 
:es all her hands, and roars with all her heads : 
knotty hairs were with dire ferpents twift, 

every ferpent at each other hifs'd. 
: flood white Truth, and her own hoft does blefs, 
I with thofe arms of proof, her nakednefs; 
re perjuries like cannons roar aloud, 

lyes flew thick, like cannons' fmoky cloud, 

Learning and th' Arts met 5 as much they fear'd 
vhen the Hunns of old and Goths appeared, 
it fhould they do ? Unapt themfelve* to fight, 
y promisM noble pens the a&s to write. 
re Ignorance advane'd, and joy'd to fpy 
nany that durft fight they know not why ; 
n thofe who mod the (low-foul'd monks difdain, 
n thofe (he hopes the monks' dull age again. 

Hex* 
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Here Mercy waits, with fad but gentle look, 
Never, alas ! had fbe her Charles forfook \ 
For mercy on her friends, to Heaven (he cries, 
Whilft Juftice pulls down vengeance from the ikies. 
Oppreflion there, Rapine, and Murder, flood, 
Ready, as was the field, to drink their blood ; 
A thoufand wronged fpirits amongft them moan d, 
And thrice the ghoft of mighty Strafford groan'd. 

Now flew their cannon thick through wounded air. 
Sent to defend, and kill, their fovereign there. 
More than he them, the bullets fear'd his head, 
And at his feet lay innocently dead ; 
They knew not what thofe men that fent them meant, 
And acted their pretence, not their intent. 

This was the day, this the fir ft day, that fhew'd 
How much to Charles for •ur long peace we ow'd : 
By his (kill here, and fpirit, we underftood, 
From war nought kept him but his country's good. 
In his great looks what chearful anger (hone 1 . 
Sad war, and joyful triumphs, mix'd in one. 
In the fame beams of his majeftic eye, 
His own men life, his foes did death, efpy. 
Great Rupert this, that wing great Wilmot leads, . 
White-feather'd Conqueft flies o'er both their heads. 
They charge, as if alone they *d beat the foe, 
Whether their troops followed them up or no. 
They follow clofe, and hafte into the fight, 
As fwift as ftrait the rebels make their flight. 
So fwift the mifcreants fly, as if each fear 
.And jealoufy they framed had met them there* 

Th« 
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f heard war's mufic, and away they flew, 
trumpets fright worfe than the organs do, 
ir fouls, which (till new bye-ways do invent} 
at their wounded backs perverfely went, 
iie no more ; ye noble vic"rors, ftay, 
too much conqueft lofe fo brave a day t 
(till the battle founds behind, and Fate 

I not give all ; but fets us here a rate : 
> dear a rate (he fets ; and we muff pay 

boneft man for ten fuch knaves as they. 
ams of black, tainted blood the field befmear, 
pure, well -col ou r'd drops (hine here and there;. 
:y fcom to mix with floods of bafer veins, 
as the nobler moifture oil difdams. 
is fearlefs Lindfey, thus bold Aubigny, 
idft the corpfe of (laugh ter'd rebels lie : 
re honourably than — e'er was found, 
th troops of liv ing traitors circled round. 
I, valiant fouls, in 'peace ! ye facred pair, 
d all whofe deaths attended on you there, 

II 're kindly welcom'd to heaven's peaceful coaft, 
all the reverend martyrs* noble hoft : 

ur foaring fouls they meet with triumph, all 
d-try great Stephen their ord general. 

1, , now prefer thy flouriftiing ftate 

>ov.e thofe murder'd heroes' doleful fate 3 
joy that life which thou durft bafely fave, 
id thought' ft a. faw-pit nobler than a grave* 
ius many fav'd themfelves, and night the reft, 
ght, that agrees with their dark a&ions belt. 

A difinaT 
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A difmal ihade did heaven's fad face o'erflow, 
Dark as the night flaia rebels found below : 
No gentle ftars their chearful glories rearVi, 
Aiham'd they were at what was done, and fear'd 
Left wicked men their bold excufe Jhouid frame 
From fome ftrange influence, and fo vail their fhame. 
To Duty thus, Order and Law incline, 
They who ne'er err from one eternal line y 
As juft the ruin of thefe men they thought, 
As Sifera's was, 'gain ft whom themfelves had fought. 
Still they rebellions' ends remember well, 
Since Lucifer the great, their flifning captain, fell. 
For this the bells they ring, and not in vain ; 
Well might they all ring out for thoufands (lain :' 
For this the bonfires their glad lightnefs fpread, 
When funeral flames might more befit their dead: 
For this with folemn thanks they tire their God, 
And, whilft ttiey feel it, mock th* Almighty's rod; 
They proudly now abufe his juftice more, 
Than his long mercies they abus'd before. 
Yet thefe the men that true religion boaft, 
The pure and holy, holy, holy, hoft ! 
What great reward for fo much zeal is given ? * 

Why, Heaven has thank'd them fmce as they thank'c 
Heaven. 
Witnefs thou Brentford, fay, thou ancient town, 
How many in thy ftreets fell groveling down t 
W itnefs the red-ceats weltering in their gore, 
And dy'd anew into the name they bore s 

3 Witad 
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Witnefs their men blow'd up into the air 
(All elements their ruins joy'd to (hare) j 
In the wide air quick flames their bodies tore, 
Then, drown'd in waves, they 're toft by waves to fhore : 
Witnefs thou Thames, thou wail amaz'd to fee 
Men madly run to fave themfelves in thee $ 
■In vain, for rebels' lives thou would'ft not fave, 
And down they funk beneath thy conquering wave* 
Good, reverend Thames ! the beft-belov'd of all 
Thofe noble blood that meet at Neptune's hall $ 
London's proud towers, which do thy head adorn, 
Are not thy glory now, but grief and fcorn. 
Thou griev'ft to fee the white-nam'd palace mine, 
Without the beams of its own lord and thine s 
Thy lord, which is to all as good and free, 
As thou, kind flood ! to thine own banks canft be. 
How does thy peaceful back difdain to bear 
The rebels' bufy pride at Weftminfter ! 
"Thou, who thyfelf doft without murmuring pay 
Eternal .tribute to thy prince the fea. 

To Oxford next great Charles in triumph came, 
Oxford, the Britifh Mufes* fecond fame. 
Jfiere learning with fonae ftate and reverence looks, 
And dwells in buildings lading as her books ; 
Both now 'eternal, hut they 'ad afties been, 
Had thefexeKgiouft Vandals once got in. 
Not Bodle/s noble work their rage would fpare, 
J?or books they know the chief raalignants are* 
In vain they filence every age before 5 
$or.pens of *ime to conic will wound them mote I 

The 
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The temple's decent wealth, and modeft irate, 
Had fuffer'd j this their avarice, that their hate : 
Beggary and fcorn into the church they M bring, 
And made God glorious, as they made the king : 
O happy town, that to lov'd Charles's fight, 
In thofe fad times, gav'ft fafety and delight, 
The fate which civil war itfelf doth blefs ! 
Scarce would'ft thou change for peace this happineft 
'Midft all the joys which Heaven allows thee here; 
Think on thy filler, and then flied a tear. 

What fights did this fad winter fee each day, 
Her winds and flforms came not fo thick as they ! 
Yet nought thefe far-loft rebels could recall, 
Not Marlborough's nor Cirencefter's fall. 
Yet ftill for peace the gentle conqueror fues j 
By his wrath they peri ill, yet his love refufe. 
Nor yet is the plain lefTon underftood, 
Writ by kind Heaven in B — and H — 's blood: 
Chad and his church faw where their enemy lay, 
And with juft red new-mark'd their holy-day.- 
Fond men! this blow the injur'd Grofier ftrook; 
Nought was more fit to perifii, but thy book. 
Such' fatal vengeance did wrong'd Charlegrove fhew, 
Where ■ both begun and ended too 
His curs'd rebellion j where his fout 's repaid 
With feparation, great as that he made. 
— , whofe fpirit mov'd o'er this mighty frame 
O' th' Britifh ifle, and out this chaos came. 
— , the man that taught confufion's art j 
Hit trcafons reftlefs, and yft noifelefs heart. 

Hii 
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fcive b'rain like Etna's top appear'd, 
.» treafon 's forg'd, yet no noife outward heard, 
he contrivM whate'er bold M — faid, 
11 the popular noife that P — has made | 
he that taught the zealous rout to rife, 
e-his (laves tor fome fcign'd liberties : 
>r this black defign, hell thought mod fit ; 
wretched man, curs'd by too good a wit! 
ot all this your ftubborn hearts caniright, 
on the Weft, think on the Cornifh might : 
axon fury, to that far-ftretchM place, 
the torn relics of great Brutus* race i 
hey of old did in long fafety lie, 
ifs'd with feas, and a worfe enemy ; 
:ill this time, ne'er did they meet with foes- 
cruel and more barbarous than thofe. 
l;le Britons, who fo oft with blood 
jan hofts have dyM old Tamar's flood; 
drop of mighty Uther itill, 
W's mightier fon, your veins does fill j 
hen that fpirit, till all men think by you 
oubtful tales* of your great Arthur true : 
ive ihewn it, Britons, and have often done 
s that have chear'd the weary, fetting fun. 
did Tainar your dread arms behold, 
t and as ibccefsful as the old : 
'd the Corni/h banks, and vovr'd to bring, 
heft waves to feed th' cniuing fpring j, 
urmur'd fadly, and almoft deny'd 
iitful moifture to the Devon fide* 
. I. Z Ye 
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Ye fons of war, by whofc bold afts we fee 
How great a thing exalted man may be j 
The world remains your debtor, that as yet 
Ye have not all gone forth and conquer' d it. 
I knew that Fate fome wonders for you meant, 
When matchlefs Hopton to your coafts me fent ; 
Hopton ! fo wife, he needs not Fortune's aid,, 
So fortunate, his wifdom 's ufelefs made: 
Should his fo-often-try'd companions fail, 
His fpirit alone, and courage, would prevail. 
Miraculous man ! how would I fing thy praife, 
Had any Mufe crown'd me with half the bays 
Conqueft hath given to thee ; and next thy name 
Should Berkeley, Stanning, Digby, prefs to fame. 
Codolphin ! thee, thee Grenvillc ! I 'd rehearfe, 
But tears break off my verfe ! — 
How oft has vanquifh'd Stamford backward fled j 
Swift as tin- parted fouls of thofe he led ! 
How few did his huge multitudes defeat, 
For mod arc cyphers when the number *s great! 
Numbers, alas ! of men, that made no more 
Than he him (elf, ten thoufand times told o'er. 
Who hears of Stratton- fight, but muft confefs 
All that he heard or read before was lefsj 
Sad Germany can no fuch trophy boaft, 
For all the blood thefe twenty years me 'as loft. 
Vaft was their army, and their arms were more 
Than th' holt of hundred-handed giants bore. 
So ftrong their arms, it did alraoft appear 
Secure, had neither arms nor men been there. 
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ton breaks, in break the CorniAi powers, 
id fcarce arm'd, yet was th* advantage ours t 
oubts could be, their outward ftrength to wi«, 
ve bore arms and magazine within } 
>lent fword's outdid the mufkeft ire j 
Ic the bones, and there gave, dreadful fire : 
rn'd their thunder j and the reeking blade 
er fmoke than all th'eir cannon made 5 
kiid loud tumults filTd the place around 
•uitlefs rage ; falPn rebels bite the ground! 
ns we gainM were wealth, bodies o* th* foe, 
t a full -fraught victory can beftow ! 
/s not Hopton thus, but ftill proceeds 5 

himfelf through all his glorious deeds : 
[ertford and the Prince he joins his fate 
Belgian trophies on their journey wait) ; 
ince, who oft had check'd proud W — 's fame, 
ol'd that flying conqueror's empty name $ 

his lofs that fertile monfter thrivM $ 
rpent cut in parts rejoin'd and liv'd : 
, and would have ftung us deeper yet^ 
t bold Grenvilie its whole fury metj 
, like Decius, his devoted breath, 
Ft the commonwealth heir to his death. 
ighty ghoft ! look from on high, and fee 
uch our hands and 1 words remember thee ! 
mdway Heath, our rage at thy great fall 
11 our fpirits, and made us Grenvilles all. 
mfand horie beat all their numerous power 5 
,e ! and where was then their conqueror? 

Z * CowaH 



34* COWLEY'S POEMS. 

So Capaneus two armies fiLTd with wonder, 
When he charg'd Jove, and grappled with his thunder : 
Both hofts with filence and with terror (hook, 
As if not he, but they, were thunder-ftrook. 
The courage here, and boldnefs, was no lefs } 
Only the caufe was better, and fuccefs. 
Heaven will let nought be by their cannon done, 
Since at Edgehill they finn'd, and Burlington. 
Go now, your filly calumnies repeat, 
And make all Papifts whom you cannot beat ! 
Let the world know fome way, with whom you *re vext, 
And vote them Turks when they o'erthrow you next ! 
Why will you die, fond men ! why will you buy 
At this fond rate your country's flavery ? 
Is 't liberty ? What are thofe threats we hear ? * 
Why do you thus th* old and new prifon fill f 
When that *s the only why j becaufe you will? 
Fain would you make God too thus tyrannous be, 
And damn poor men by fuch a ftiff decree. 
Is *t property ? Why do fuch numbers, then, 
From God beg vengeance, and lelief from men ? 
Why are th' eftates and goods feiz'd-on, of all 
Whom covetous or malicious men mifcall ? 
What 's more our own than our own lives ? But ok 
Could Yeomans or could Bourchier find it fo ? 
The barbarous coward, always us'd to fly, 
Did know no other way to fee men die. 

* A line is here evidently wanting 5 but the defefl i* 
in all the copies hitherto known. N. 
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't religion ? What then mean your lyes, 
facrileges, and pulpit-blafphemies ? 
are all fe&s let loofe that ere had birth, 
Luther's noife wak'd the lethargic earth ? 
The Author ivent no further. 

5 PURITAN AND THE PAPIST. 

A Satire 

two rude waves, by ftorms together thrown, 

oar at each other, fight, and then grow one, 

ion is a circle ; men contend, 

run the round in difputc, without end : 

, in a circle, who go contrary, 

, at the laft, meet of neceffity. 

Roman Catholic, to advance the caufe, . 

vs a lye, and calls it Pia Fraus^ . 

Puritan approves and doe$ the lame, 

ces nought in it but the Latin name : 

)\vs with his devices r and dares lye 

ry deed, in truth, and verity. 

hines, and fighs-out lyes with fo.much rutin 

" he griev'd 'caufe he could ne'er fpeak. truth. 

have poffefs'd the prefs fo, as their due, 

11 fcarce, I fear, henceforth print Bibles true. 

for their next ftrong fort ha' th' pulpit chofe j 
e they throng out at th* preacher's mouth and note, 
, howe'er grofs, are certain to beguile 
poor book- turners of the middle ifle j 

to th' Almighty's felf they have been bold / 
yo f and their blafphemoua minilter told,. „ 

Z 4 They 
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They might fay falfe to God ; for if they were 
Beaten, he knew *t not, for he was not there. 
But God, who their great thankfulnefs did fee, 
Rewards them ftrait with another victory, 
Juft fuch an one as Brentford ; and, fans doubt, 
Will weary, ere 't be long, their gratitude out. • 
Not all the legends of the faints of old, 
Not vaft Baronius, nor fly Surius, hold 
Such plenty of apparent lyes as are 
In your own author, Jo. Browne, Cleric. Par. 
Befidcs what your finall poets faid or writ, 
Brookes, Strode, and the baron of the law-pit : 
With many a mental refervation, 
You '11 maintain liberty : — Referv'd " your own.* 
For th* public good the fums rais'd you *11 difburf 
— Referv'd " the greater part, for your own purfe. 
You *11 foot the Cavaliers out, every man 5 
—Faith, let it be Referv'd here " if ye can." 
You *ll make our gracious Charles a glorious kin; 
—Referv'd " in heaven*' — for thither ye would bi 
His royal head, j the only fecure room 
For kings 5 where fuch as you will never come. 
To keep th* eftates o' th' fubjecls you pretend 5 
— Referv'd" in your own trunks." You will def 
The church of England, 'tis^your proteftation j 
But that's " New^England by a fmall Refervati 

Power of difpenfing oaths the Papifts claim j 
Cafe hath got leave of God to do the fame-: 
For you do hate all fwearing fo, that when 
You 've fworn an oath, ye break it ftrait again. 
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jrfe upon you ! which hurts moft fhefe nations, 
iJiers* fwearing, or your protections ? 
, though oaths be by you Co much abhor'cf, 
How " God damn me" in the Puritan Lord. 
hey keep the Bible from laymen j but ye 
id this, for ye have no laity. 
/ in a foreign and unknown tongue pray, 
in an unknown fenfe your prayers fay 5 
lat this difference 'twixt you does enfue,*- 
s underftand not them, not wife men yon. 
hey an unprofitable zeal have got 
ivocating faints, that hear them not : 
sre well you did fo j nought may more be fear*d, 
our fond prayers, than that they fliourd be heard, 
hem your non fenfe well enough might pafs, 
r *d ne'er fee that i* th' divine looking-glafs. 

whether you 'd worfhip faints is not known, 
■/e 'ave as yet, of your religion, none, 
ley by good-works think to be juftify'd : 
into the fame error deeper Aide ; 
think by works too juftify'd to be, 
thofe ill-works— lyes, treafon, perjury. 
oh! your faith is mighty j that hath been, 
rue faith ought to be, of things unfecn : 
Vor'fter, Brentford, and Edgehill, wj fee, 

by faith, ye 'ave got the victory, 
is your faith, -and fome fuch unfeen way 
public faith at laft your debts will pay. 
ley hold free-will (that nought their fouls may 
bind) 

le great privilege of all mankind ; 

You 
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You *rc here more moderate 5 for 'tis your intent 
To make 't a privilege but of parliament. 
They forbid priefts to marry : you worfe do y 
Their marriage you allow, yet punifh too ; 
For you 'd make priefts fo poor, that upon all 
Who marry fcorn and beggary rauft fall. 

They a bold power o'er facred fcriptures take,. 
Blot out fome claufes, and fome new ones make 
Your great lord Jefuit Brookes publickly fald' 
(Brookes, whom too little learning hath made rn 
That to corre& the Creed ye mould do well, 
And blot-out Ch rift's defcending into hell. 
Repent, wild man ! or you '11 ne'er change, I fe; 
The.fentence of your own defcending there. 

Yet modeftly they ufe the Creed j for they 
Would take the LordVPrayer root. and branch t 
And wifely faid a Levite of our nation, 
The Lord's-Prayer was a Popifh innovation. 
Take heed, you *11 grant ere long it mould be fai 
An 't be but to defire your daily bread. 

They keep the people ignorant : and you 
Keep both the people and yourfelves fo too* 
They blind obedience and blind duty teach : 
You blind rebellion and blind fa&ion preach ; 
Nor can I blame you much, that ye advance 
That which can only fave you, Ignorance j 
Though, Heaven be prais'd ! 't has oft been ; 

well, 
Your ignorance is not invincible 2 
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Nay, fuch bold lyes to God himfelf ye vaunt, 
As if you M fain keep him too ignorant. 

Limbus and Purgatory they believe. 
For lefler finners 5 that is, I conceive, 
Malignants only : you this trick does plcafe; 
r or the fame caufe ye *ve made new Limbufes, 
iVhere we may lie imprifon'd long, ere we 
\ day of judgment in your courts /hall fee. 
5ut Pym can, like the Pope, with this difpenfe, 
\nd for a bribe deliver fouls from thence. 

Their councils claim infallibility: 
•uch muft your Conventicle-fynod be ; 
Vnd teachers from all parts of th* earth ye call, 
To make 't a Council Oecumenical. 

They feveral times appoint from meats* t* abftain \ 
fou now for th* Irifh wars a faft ordain 5 
ind, that that kingdom might be Aire to fair, 
Te take a courfe to ftarve them all at laft : 
lay, though ye keep no eves, Fridays, nor Lent, 
lot to drefs meat on Sundays you *re content j. 
n hen you repeat, repeat, and pray, and pray, 
r our teeth keep fabbath, and tongues working-day* 
They preferve relicks : you have few or none, 
nlefs the clout fent to John Pym be one j 
•r Holles's rich widow, me who carry'd 
t relick in her womb before fhe marry'd. 
They in fucceeding Peter take a pride ; 
:> do you ; for your matter ye 'ave deny'd. 
ut chiefly Peter's privilege ye choofe, 
,t your own wills to bind and to unloofe. 

X* 
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He was a fifherman ; you *11 be fo too, 
When nothing but your ifaips are left to you : 
He went to Rome 5 to Rome you backward ride 
(Though both your goings are by feme deny'd) 
Nor is 't a contradiction, if we fay, 
You go to Rome the quite contrary way. 
He dy'd o* th* crofs ; that death *s unufual nowj 
The gallows is moft like *t, and that *s for you. 

They love church-mufic ; it offends your fenfe, 
And therefore ye have fung it out from thence; 
Which fliews, if right your mind be underftood, 
You hate it not as mufic, but as good : 
Your madnefs makes you fing as much as they 
Dance who are bit with a Tarantula. 
But do not to yourfelves, alas ! appear 
The moft religious traitors that e'er were, 
Becaufe your troops (inging of pfalma do go 5 
There "s many a traitor has march'd Holborn fo» 
Nor was 't your wit this holy project bore ; 
Tweed and the Tyne have fecn thofe tricks before. 

They of ftrange miracles and wonders tell : 
You are yourfelves a kind of miracle ; 
Ev'n fuch a miracle as in writ divine 
We read o* — th' deviPs hurrying down the fwine. 
They have made images to fpeak : 'tis faid, 
You a dull image have your Speaker made 5 
And, that your bounty in offerings might abound. 
Ye 'ave to that idol giv'n fix thoufand pound. 
They drive-out devils, they fay : here ye begin 
To differ, I confefs— you let them in, 

T 
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bey maintain tranfubftantiation ; 
, by a contrary philofophers'-ftone, 

ranfubftantiate metals have the (kill, 

turn the kingdom's gold to ir'n and (leel. 
* facrament ye differj but 'tis noted, 
d muft be flefli, wine blood, if e'er 't be voted. 
hey make the Pope their head j y' exalt for him,, 
tate and metropolitan, matter Pym ; 
, White, who fits i* th' infallible chair, 

mod infallibly fpeaks nonfenfe there j 
, Cromwell, Pury, Whiftler, Sir John Wray, 
/ho docs fay, and fay, and fay, and fay ; 
, Lowry, who does new church -government wifli,. 

prophefics, like Jonas, 'midtt the fillvj 
) can fuch various bufinefs wifely fway, 
Jling both herrings and biihops in one day : 
, all your preachers, women, boys, and men, 
i matter Calamy to miftrefs Ven, 
perfect Popes, in their own parifh, grown ; 

to out-do the ftory of pope Joan, 
r women preach too, and are like to be 

whores of Babylon as much as (he. 
hey depofe kings by force : by force you M do it,, 
firft ufe fair means to perfuade them to it. 
y dare kill kings : and 'twixt ye here 's the ftrife^ 
t you dare (hoot-at kings to fave their life : 

what '8 the difference, pray, whether he fall 
he Pope's Bull or your Ox general ? 
:e kingdoms thus ye drive to make your Own # 
, like the Pope, ufurp a triple crown, 

5 Suck 
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Such is your faith, fuch your religion ; 
Let *s view your manners now, and then I *ve done. 
Your covetoufnefs let gafping Ireland tell, 
Where firft the Irifli lands, and next ye fell 
The Engliih blood, and raife rebellion here 
With that which mould fupprefs and quench it there. 
What mighty fums have ye fqueezM out o* th* city I 
Enough to make them poor, and fomething witty. 
Excife, loans, contributions, poll-monies, 
Bribes, plunder, and fuch parliament priv'leges, 
Are words which you ne'er learnt in holy writ, 
Till th* Spirit, and your Synod, mended it. 
Where 's all the twentieth part now, which hath been 
Paid you by fome, to forfeit the nineteen ? 
Where *s all the goods diftrain'd, and plunders paft ? 
For you *re grown wretched pilfering knaves at laftj 
Defccnd to brafs and pewter, till of late, 
Like Midas, all ye touch'd mult needs be plate. 

By what vaft hopes is your ambition fed ? 
*Tis writ in blood, and may be plainly read : 
You muft have places, and the kingdom fway j 
The king muft be a ward to your lord Say. 
Your innocent Speaker to the Rolls mull rife; 
Six thoufand pound hath made him proud and wife. 
Kimbolton for his father's place doth call, 
Would be like him ; — would he were, face and all I 
Ifaack would always be lord-mayor j and fo 
May always be, as much as he is now. 
For the Five members, they Co richly thrive, 
That they would always be but Members five. 

3 Only 
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Only Pym doth his natural right enforce, 
By th* mother's fide he *s Mafter of the horfe. 
Moft (hall have places by thefe popular tricks, 
The reft muft be content with bifhopricks. 
For 'tis 'gainft fuperftition you 'ne intent | 
Firft to root out that great church -ornament, 
Money and lands : your fwords, alas ! are drawn 
Againft the Bifhop, not his cap, or lawn. 

O let not fuch lewd facrilege begin, 
Tempted by Henry's rich, fuccefsful fin ! 
Henry ! the monfter-king of all that age j 
Wild in his luft, but wilder in his rage. 
Expect not you his fate, though Hotham thrives 
In imitating Henry's tricks for wives 5 
Nor fewer churches hopes, than wives, to fee 
Buried, and then their lands his own to be. 

Ye boundlefs tyrants ! how do you outvy 
Th' Athenians* Thirty, Rome's Decemviry ! 
In rage, injuttice, cruelty, as far 
Above thofe men, as you in number are. 
What myfteries of iniquity do we fee ! 
New prifons made to defend liberty ! 
Our goods fore'd from us for property's fakej 
And all the real nonfenfe which ye make ! 
Ship-money was unjuftly ta'en, ye fay j 
Unjuftlier far, you take the mips away. 
The High Commiffion you callM tyranny : 
Ye did ! good God ! what is the High Committee ? 
Ye faid that gifts and bribes preferments bought : 
Jfy money and blood too they uow are fought. 

To 
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To the king's will, the laws men (trove to drawt 
'The fubje&s* will is now become the law. 
*Twas fear'd a new religion would begin : 
All new religions, now, are enter'd in. 
The king delinquents to protect did ftrive : 
What clubs, pikes, halberts, lighters, fav'd the Five 
You think th* payment like your ftate of grace $ 
Whatever fins men do, they keep their place. 
Invafions then were fear'd againft the ftate ; 
And Strode fwore laft year * would be eighty-eight. 
You bring-in foreign aid to your defigns, 
Firft thofe great foreign forces of Divines, 
With which (hips from America were fraught j 
Rather may ftinking tobacco ftill be brought 
From thence, I fay: next, ye the Scots invite^. 
Which you term brotherly-afliftance, right ; 
For England you intend with them to (hare: 
They, who,; alas ! but younger brothers are,, 
Muft have the monies for their portion ; 
The houfes and the lands will be your own. 
We thank you for the wounds which we endure, 
Whilft fcratches and (light pricks ye feek to cure j. 
We thank. you for true real fears, at laft, 
Which free us from fo many falfe ones paft ; 
We thank you for the blood which fatB our coaft, 
As a juft debt paid to great Strafford's ghoft j 
We thank you for the ills receiv'd, and all 
Whioh yet by your good care in time we (hall$ 

* viz. 164.2, 
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We thank you*, and our gratitude 's as great ■ > • 
hi yours, when you thank'4 God for being beat* • 

TTUE CHARACTER OF AN HOLY-SISTER. 

* « • ■ * . ./ * , . 

SHE that can fit three fermons in a day. 

And of thofe three fcarce bear three words away j 

She that can rob her hufband, to repair 

A budget -prieft, thai nofei a long prayer 3 

She that with lamp-black purifies her (hoes, 

And with half-eyes and Bible, foftly goes 5 

She that her pockets with lay-gofpel fluffs, 

And edifies her looks with little ruffs 5 

She that loves fermons as (he does the reft, . 

Still (landing ft iff that longeft are the beft j . 

She that will lye, yet fwear (he hates a lyar t 
Except it be the man that will lie by her ; 
She that at chriftenings thirfteth for more fack, 
And draws the broadeft handkerchief for cake | 
She that (ings pfalms devoutly next theftreet,.. 
And beats her maid i* th > kitchin, where none fee *t j 
She that will (it in (hop for. five hours fpace, 
And regifter the (ins of all \hat pafs, 
Damn at firft fight, and proudly dares to fay, 
That none can pofiibly be fav'd but they 
That hang religion in a naked ear, 
And judge men's hearts according to their hair; 
That could afford to doubt, who wrote beft fenfe, . 
Mofes, or Dod on the commandements j 
She that can (igh, and cry " Queen Elizabeth," 
Rail at the Pope, and fcratch-out « fudden death i M 
V01...L A a, Aadi 
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And for all this can give no reafoa why i 
This is an holy-fiftar, verily. 

THE FORCEOF L O V 

PRESERVED FROM AN OLD MANUSCRIPT 

THROW an apple up a hill, 
Down the apple tumbles till j 
Roll it down, it never flops 
Till within the vale it drops s 
So are all things prone to Love, 
All below, and all above* 

Down the mountain flows the ftream, 
Up afcends the lambent flame ; 
Smoke and vapour mount the ikies | 
All preferve their unities j 
Nought below, and nought above, 
Seems averfe, but prone to Love. 
Stop the meteor in its flight, 
Or the orient rays of light 5 
Bid Dan Phoebus not to filing 
Bid the planets not incline 3 
*Tis as vain, below, above, 
To impede the courfe of Love* 
Salamanders live in fire, 
Eagles to the ikies afpire, 
Diamonds in their quarries lie* 
Rivers do the fea Amply s 
Thus appears, below, above* 
A propenfity to Love, 
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Metals grow within the mine, 
iftifcious grapes upon the vine ; 
"Still the needle marks the pole $ 
Parts are equal to whole i 
*Tis a truth as clear, that Love 
Quickens all, below, above* 
Man is born to live and die, 
Snakes to creep, and birds to fly $ 
Fifhes in the waters fwira, 
Doves are mild, and lions grim : 
Nature thu,Sj below, above, 
Pufhes all things on to Love. 
Does the cedar love the mountain ? 
Or the thirfty deer the fountain ? 
Does the fliepherd love his crook ? 
Or the wiljow court the brook ? 
Thus by Nature all things move, 
Like a running dream, to Love. 
Is the valiant hero bp)d ? 
Does the mifer doat on gold ? 
Seek the birds in tyring to pair ? 
Breathes the rofe-bud fcented air ? 
Should you this deny, you *U prove 
Nature is averfc to Love. 
As the wencher loves a lafs, 
As the toper loves his glafs, 
As the friar loves his cowl, 
Or the miliar loves the toll, 
So do all, below, above, 
Fly precipitate to Lgvc. 



It* COWLEY'S POEMS. 

When young maidens court/hip iliim, 
When the moon out-ihines the £oo # 
When the tigers lambs beget, 
When the fnow is black as jet, 
When the planets ceafe to move, 
Then (tall Nature ceafe to Love. 

EPIGRAM, 
ON THE POWER OF LOVE* 

BY MR. ABRAHAM COWLEY. 

N. B. This is delivered down by tradition as a pro- 
duction of that celebrated poet 5 and was fpoken at the 
Weftminfter-School election, on the following fubjeft : 

" Nullis amor eft medicabilis herbis." Ovid, 

SOL Daphne fees, and feeing her admires, 
Which adds new flames to his celeftial fires : 
Had any remedy for Love been known, 
The jjod of Phytic, Aire, had cur'd his own* 
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